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INTRODUCTION
FAYE O’LEARY HAFFORD
I have always been fascinated by the strong attachment that so many people
feel about living in the Allagash, or working away and getting back here.
The feeling is so strong that the folks, who had to leave for various reasons,
have been very miserable, at times, because they are lonesome for the
Allagash.
It is hard to put the feeling into words. I always liked visiting the Allagash
when I was young and was very lonely when I had to leave to go to high
school in Fort Fairfield. However, after awhile I would get over it and go on
to lead a normal life. But that is not what I am talking about.
Two different times in his life, my husband had the feeling that he would
never make it back to Allagash alive. The first time he was on Guam during
World War II. The next time was when he left here because he couldn’t get
work. The lumbermen had joined together and gone on strike for better
prices for lumber. As soon as the companies scared them, the leaders of the
strike caved in and went back to work.
Lee wouldn’t do that. We moved to Limestone, and later to Brunswick,
where he worked as a mechanic. While in Brunswick he got sick from the
fumes in the garage and started losing weight. He lost fifty pounds and the
doctor said he needed to be outdoors. Lee saw an advertisement for the
Allagash Wilderness Waterway in the paper. They needed a laborer. He
applied for the job, went to work outside and lived another twenty years. We
had been so afraid that he was dying and would not make it back to Allagash
but he spent many happy years on the river he loved.
I would say that while he thought he was dying, he was heart-sick. I knew he
missed the Allagash but when he described the feeling he had, I knew he
must have been miserable every day we were gone. I have always been
thankful that we had the chance to come back and let him live out his dream
for the last years of his life.
Now that is the feeling I am talking about. My loneliness could not compare
to the heart-ache he felt from missing his hometown. Lee was not unique in
having this feeling. I asked a group of people to tell us their stories and, as
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you read the following pages, you will begin to realize that the special
feeling for Allagash is mentioned many times.
The Allagash is changing. We are losing a lot of the residents and we have
many new people moving in to town. I asked some of the new folks why
they wanted to live in Allagash. I believe the feeling is even getting to some
of them.
You sometimes get a feel for it when you talk to people who just visit here
often. We are proud of our town and we welcome those who join us because
they have a certain “feeling” for the place.

ELVA BREWER
(Daughter of Lucy and Lansing Kelly)
Hello FayeWriting something for your book, since I have new software I am not
familiar enough to do the regular setup for a letter. So, here goes. I am
going to write a little article of an event that happened to me so long ago.
Faye, make any changes that you may feel needful.
Memories are the stepping stones that take us back “up home”, and in
reality, we make our plans to go “up home” again to the place from whence
we came - to visit with loved ones and friends, to breathe the fresh air, to
enjoy the rivers and the mountains and to recall how it used to be. The
memories and love will always call me back to Allagash and I thank God for
the place I call Home.
MY LITTLE BLUE SLED AND ME
My parents gave me a little blue hand sled very early in my life, before I
^
s .
even knew how to use it. It had heavy embedded
runners and nothing with which to steer it. I don’t
even remember my first ride on it but my parents
me about it later when I could “take it in”. They
■LB
would never forget that event as it was likely the most
traumatic thing that had occurred in their lives.
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Our house (the one that later burned) sat on a hill overlooking the St. John
River on the Kelly property. One early spring morning, when the snow had
an icy crust on it, my dad decided to give me a ride on my new sled. There I
sat for a joy ride. I would glide over a little hill and across the field (we
called it the flat) toward the river. Dad had no idea that my little blue sled
and I would make it to the river.
Now, the river had an open channel beyond the shore. We whizzed along
toward the channel. My parents were frantic. There was no chance that my
dad would be able to rescue me. My mom was watching from the kitchen
doorway and she turned her back toward me as she couldn’t bear the thought
that they would lose me to the cold icy river.
As my little blue sled approached the open water it suddenly took a right
angle turn and slid along beside that channel.
What saved me? Who saved me? God only knows. It was His will for me
to see this day in 2006 and for that I have a grateful heart.

SANDRA BUZZELL
(Sandra is staying with Kim Hafford at this time.)
When I came to Allagash, I thought this was a small town. I soon realized
this town wasn’t so small. The people here are so nice that you probably
could take them home if you wanted to. And the kids here are so nice. Being
one of the oldest, you do what you want to do and the younger ones follow
you.
Our pig roasts are very fun and interesting because there are a lot of people
that come and sometimes there is a band. One of the pig roasts that I went to,
I saw one of my fourth grade teachers from the Fort Street School in Mars
Hill, Maine. Her name is Mrs. Dobson. Another time my grandparents came
to the pig roast and we had fun. We walked around the field and had lots of
fun
The other day, when someone came to see me, we went down and watched
the river go by and skipped rocks. If it wasn’t for my brother, I wouldn’t
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have skipped rocks down the river because he is the one that showed me
how to do it.
Most of the time it is peaceful around here, sometimes there are people in
this house who are so loud, I can’t stand it, but it is pretty nice here and I
really like it.
Whoever hasn’t been here before, should come and stay for a little while
because it is so nice you won’t want to leave it at all
After all, while I was gone this is what I missed. I had to leave Allagash but
I kept its memories. There were only a few. Now that I am moved back, I
can make new memories.

JOE CARLSON
(Husband of Jill Kelly Carlson)
Joe’s introduction to the Allagash was a little different from that of most
visitors. Usually folks come here to hunt, fish, or visit friends and relatives.
Joe was in the service with my son, Mike, and they became very good
friends. After their tour of duty was over, Mike came back to Allagash and
married Vicki McBreairty. Joe was invited to the wedding and by accepting
that invitation his life was changed forever. It was his first trip to Allagash
and he had no idea where he was going. Since Randi and I had to leave
Brunswick early, because we were bringing the bridesmaids’ dresses, Lee
waited to come up with Joe. Joe said, “I thought it was the longest trip in the
world! I thought I would never get here.”
Well, Joe finally got here and his life took quite a turn. He met Jill Kelly,
one of Vicki’s best friends, at the wedding and they have been together ever
since. They are married and live in Connecticut but come “home” often.
I asked Joe about the little house they live in while visiting here. He said it
was Jack Kelly’s (Jill’s dad) little work shop that he had before his place
was flooded out in 1991. When Jack had to abandon his property, Jill and
Joe brought the little building down and set it up on the bank of the Saint
John River. Joe said, “It isn’t very big but it has water, electricity, indoor
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plumbing and a place to hang your hat.” What more does anyone need? Joe
did say they plan to build a house sometime in the future.
I asked about his feelings for this country and he said, “When we cross the
bridge down by Kittery, it is like all the stress is lifted from my shoulders
and I feel so good. It is just the opposite when we go back to the rat race.”
Joe’s parents have both visited here in Allagash. Joe said his mom was a
city girl but his dad loved to hunt and fish so he liked it. Joe spoke about the
long, quiet evenings here in Allagash. He said, “I’m not sure if they are
lonely—certainly not desolate—maybe peaceful is the word.” He said he
would be here more often if it wasn’t so far away. He says he loves it here.
Be careful, Joe. It sounds like you are getting “those feelings” that we have
been talking about.
(Interview with Faye O’Leary Hafford

CAROL CONNORS
(Daughter of Elmer and Phyllis Kelly McBreairty)
They say a person’s birthplace is the place he loves the best. This is
especially true of my thoughts of home. Ever so many things I will never
remember, but ever so many memories, I will never forget.. .Child hood
days are the most vivid in my mind, and oh so much fun to gather with
friends, and reminisce of those days of long ago, even though it seems only
like yesterday.
My thoughts go back to our neighborhood, and all the kids swimming in the
river, with our echoes bouncing off the mountains. The “eddie”, as we
called it was full of kids, laughing and screaming. The better swimmers
would swim over to the sand bar. Myself and siblings could never swim that
well, so we never got that far...
Our only means of transportation was walking, which we
did much of. Every time we got a nickel, we made a trip
up to Guy’s store, which may be a dozen trips a day. We
walked to Sunday-School every Sunday; we walked
many miles to pick blueberries. We walked to school,
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with our lunch buckets, and if we could run real fast, we had time to run
home, grab a bite, and run back, before the bell rang. We did that lots of
times too...
Our “Little Room”, teacher, Mrs. Henderson, taught at the Roosevelt School.
She had such a long ways to walk. She would walk it, regardless of the
weather. Some mornings her eyebrows were all covered with frost. A lot of
mornings we kids would walk up to meet her. She was very strict, but a very
good teacher. I wish now we had told her so.
I never moved very far from home, of which I am very glad. I always like to
go up often, and I do. The old homestead is no longer standing, but it will
always be home to me... The memories, time can’t erase. Our neighborhood
bears no resemblance of our child hood, although in my mind, I still can see
it exactly as it was, way back then. My father coming home tired from a
hard day working at his mill. Mother with a big meal for him and her six
kids.. .she was always there, when we came home from school. Precious
memories, how they linger, when I think of home, I think of mother, father,
my 4 sisters, and a brother. Allagash is what this all means to me.

CAROLINE CONNORS
(Daughter of Roland and Sandra McBreairty Connors)
I can’t believe I grew up in such a gorgeous place and never appreciated it
until now. The feelings that come over me, once I cross the Allagash town
line, is like no other-carefree, happy,
content, and euphoric. Everything
seems brighter, prettier, cleaner, and
safer. If only I could live there and
make a decent living, there is no place
in the world I would rather be. I wish
Grammy and Papa were still
alive.. .maybe that’s why I keep going
back.. .to keep the memories alive.

Elmer & Phyllis McBreairty Home
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KEITH CONNORS
(Son of James and Rose McBreairty Connors)
Hi Faye,
I don’t have many stories that I dare to tell. I graduated from Lindbergh
School. We would tease the girls often, pull their hair, steal their pencils,
paper, notes, food, etc. I spent quite a bit of time in the coatroom.
We had a great swimming hole just above Gardner Island. In the fall we
would pick hazelnuts on the island and sell them for ten cents a hundred.
One fall the river was too high for us to wade so we borrowed Fred
Hafford’s canoe. At 7 and 8 years old it was quite a job to get the boat in the
water and when we did, we couldn’t handle it. It went adrift landing, or
coming ashore at Schoolhouse Brook. In the meantime Fred came down
over the hill and found his canoe missing; but he could hear voices. Looking
down the river he saw us towing a canoe up along the shore so he came and
met us and asked, “What are you boys doing with my canoe?
We said, “We saw it going adrift and we ran down along the shore until it
got close enough that we could wade out and bring it shore. We were
bringing it back.” He didn’t say anything. He just grabbed the bow of the
canoe and pulled it back to his landing area. He threw out the anchor on
ljit. the shore and said, “Boys, come over here and tell me what these
footprints look like to you.” We said we didn’t know and he said,
“Well I do! Your hazelnut bags are in my canoe and your footprints
1
are here in this soft spot. You boys stole my canoe and went adrift.
I’m going to tell your parents.” And he did.
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My father said, “You pick all the hazelnuts and you can sell them and give
the money to Fred.” I did but Fred gave the money back to my father and he
put it in my piggy bank; but I didn’t know that until years later.
One Sunday morning we got into one of Lull’s buses looking for anything of
value. We found a jack knife and 32 cents in change plus we found a bottle
of Pickwick Ale. It was a quart bottle. Away we ran, down over the ferry
hill and up the shore, and got totally drunk before noon! Well we got sick
and threw up; I didn’t get home for lunch. I didn’t even dare to go home til
sometime after supper. My parents asked, “Well, where have you been all
day?”
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I said, “I was up to Hal Dows playing with David.” Mother said, “Oh no,
you weren’t! You two boys ran up the shore with a bottle of rum and stayed
drunk all day - Dave Jackson told us the whole story.”
I said I was sorry about what I did and that I didn’t dare to tell them about it.
Mother said, “I see you puked all over yourself.” Father said, “You go to
your room and don’t come out til we call you.”
Later he brought me 2 sugar cookies. The next two days were spent doing
extra chores and restricted to the house.

SANDRA CONNORS
(Daughter of Elmer and Phyllis Kelly McBreairty)
“Up home” will always have an extra special place in my heart. When I go
there, I feel an intense connection to my childhood. The house I grew up in
is gone but the brook, trees, fields, berry and garden patches and neighbors,
Rex and Laura McBreairty, are still there. I love to go there, but sometimes
it makes me sad.
My father owned a saw mill situated on the bank of the St. John River, a few
miles up the road from our house. He sawed and trucked lumber throughout
the county and was known for his honesty in business. His right hand man
was Cecil Hafford, Sr. Cecil was a tall, rugged, strong, man who worked
hard and was easy to get along with. Father, who was a tall, slim man, liked
to tell about the time when he and Cecil were delivering a load of lumber to
Houlton. They stopped along the highway someplace to check the load,
when a “suspicious looking character” came along, stopped, got out of his
vehicle, came over to father and “looked as if he were up to no good.”
Things were looking uneasy, when Cecil walked around the front of the
truck. The suspicious looking character checked Cecil out and quickly
decided he’d better get out of there but fast. Father loved to tell that story
with confidence, as to say “I have my own personal body guard.”
My father loved to play his Martin guitar and sing. He was known to have a
voice “just like Hank Williams, Sr.” He was also somewhat of an
adventurer. He had a dream of getting his pilot’s license and owning an
airplane, and he did just that. He co-owned a small airplane along with
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Uncle Guy Kelly, Sr. What an awesome sight for a little girl to see her
father in the cockpit of a
beautiful small airplane, taxi
down the runway and take off—
—just as he had planned. 1
remember the rides, high in the
sky, looking down on the tiny
houses and cars. Life was
good!
Father threatened to punish us
children if we played in Uncle Tom’s wheat and/or picked Uncle Tom’s
apples. We did, but never got punished. Mother would say, “Wait until
Elmer comes from the mill, your going to get it (punished).” Father came
home, but no punishment ever happened.
When the mill would shut down for the day, my brother and I would sneak
up and slide down the saw dust pile and into the river. Father didn’t want us
there—“The water was too high. It was too dangerous”, but it was so much
fun. If we heard father’s truck coming (we knew the sound), we’d hide.
When we got tired of sliding down the saw dust pile, we’d go across the
road and give each other rides in “the gig”. The gig had a long handle and 2
super large, steel wheels. It would go real fast down hills and if the handles
got stuck in the ground, we’d fly off. If we got hurt or not, it didn’t matter.
We were having so much fun. Sometimes we’d take Flipper, our Cocker
Spaniel with us. He didn’t care what we were doing or where we were
going. He loved to be with us and we loved having him. We loved him so
much and he minded us so well. He had black and white wavy hair, long
floppy ears, and looked so sad if we scolded him. When he died, we were
sad for a long, long time. I still think about Flipper.
My mother spent most of her day in the kitchen. She always wore an apron
when she cooked. In the eyes of a little girl, she was the world’s best cook,
being famous for her graham cracker pies and mustard pickles, unmatched
by another except maybe my sweet Aunt Theresa Hughes Kelly. Mother
had small green eyes and black wavy hair that she usually kept in a ponytail
and I loved to be near her. Her kitchen would remind you of a restaurant,
with a variety of freshly baked pastries and main dishes. She would often
say “I never know how many people Elmer would bring home with him at
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meal time.” She always cooked enough for whoever stopped by and may
enjoy a “lunch”. We didn’t swear or lie because it would make my mother
sad. We said our prayers at night and grace before meals. She always read
her Bible and cried when someone died. When I would hear that someone
we knew had died, I used to think “oh, no, my mother’s going to cry again.”
That made me sad. She and father were kind, charitable people. If someone
in the community were needy, they would be there with transportation, food,
money or whatever it took to make things better. Mother had a beautiful
voice, loved to sing, played guitar, piano, and organ. She used to sing in
church and at home. I can still hear her singing.
I remember when Uncle Joe would ring the church bell at the little white
Baptist Church up the road. We knew it was time to drop everything, get
ready and skip up the road to church. We didn’t have to be told. We just
knew.
I remember going across the road and down the long path to “the Eddy”, our
favorite swimming spot. There was a huge rock there along the shore, where
we’d sit and relax after swimming, fishing, or just playing in the water.
There had to be an adult present before Mother would allow us to go there.
When we went there, we usually spent many hours, stopping along the way
to pick berries or occasionally to kill a snake with rocks. In a child’s mind, a
snake was ugly and should be dead. Flipper always went to “the Eddy” with
us and loved to swim.
I remember how much I liked my school teacher, Faye Hafford. I loved her
voice and hoped someday to own a red, sleeveless dress just like her.
I remember the excitement of being a guard on the 1st basketball team at
Allagash High. Clara McBreairty was our coach. She had snappy, brown
eyes, as if to intimidate—but she never did. She was fun and a good coach.
We did quite well for beginners.
There are so many precious memories to share. These are just a few. My
parents, one sister, the house I grew up in, and Flipper are gone, but they,
too, will live on and share a special place in my heart.
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SHELBY DESCHAINE
(Daughter of Mike and Connie O’Leary Deschaine)
As a child with a mother born and raised in Allagash, I had my share of
days and nights there. My grandmother Ruth O’Leary lived in a tiny white
house, a place I called my second home. 1 loved Allagash, all the
peacefulness. To me this was a place to get away from it all, and it sure was.
Up in Allagash Eve learned many things. In fact so many things
I’ve seemed to lose count. Grammy showed me many things
such as how to knit, cook, play music and many small things
like that. The most important thing was what being a good
person can give to you in life. She sure was well known in
Allagash, but in a very good way.
I spent most of my time at a gate known as North Maine Woods. That was
where Grammy worked. There was no television; in fact there was no
electricity at all. All we had was a radio and plenty of batteries. We usually
kept busy with either talking, word finds or I would practice whatever
instrument I was playing at the time. After all I play four, the flute, pan flute,
violin and a little bit of the keyboard or piano. If I weren’t doing that I would
just sing anything that would come to mind.
I met a lot of people up here by working at a restaurant with my Aunt
BeaPea. I didn’t do much except clean tables and wash dishes. Once in a
blue moon I would bring food to the tables. Most people are so nice up here;
if s a place where you really could trust a neighbor. Here you know
everybody and they are all so friendly too. That’s one of the greatest things
about this place.
When I wasn’t busy I would just stay and relax at my Grammy’s house. I
would do lots of thing there like arts and crafts and sit on the front porch and
watch the people that would go by. Sometime I would run over to see my
friend Kim down the road and pay her a little visit. I always had something
to do.
Now being older and having school, I barely have time to come up and stay
for a while, especially if my Grammy lives with my family now. I
sometimes reminisce on all the great times I would have up here and I really
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would start to miss it. I mean after all that little white house in Allagash was
my second home.

I CAN GO HOME AGAIN
DR. LINDA PELLETIER DRAKE
(Daughter of Louis, Sr. and Ethel O’Leary Pelletier)
Wonderful memories frequently take me back home to Allagash, Maine. The
eighteen years that I lived there were those informative years connecting me
always to my roots: family, friends, school, our cultural heritage, the natural
beauty of the area, and my faith in God.
The stories told by my parents, grandparents, numerous relatives and friends
connected me to relatives, work, community, good times and hardships, and
even wars that made me an integral part of their past, as well as mine. Even
today, I still listen to stories and laugh at jokes about people who lived long
before we did. I find myself saying the same things my parents did, "I'll say
like" this one or that one from the past, to make a point.
When my memories take me home I don't think of Allagash as it is today.
Home is made up of memories of many lifetimes that connect me to a very
vibrant past. When someone mentions the Allagash Bridge, I immediately
think of crossing that bridge to my grandparent's house. Although the house
has long been gone, I think of the fun times I spent at Grammie and Grampie
Pelletier's home. I can still see them rocking on the porch with a cup of tea.
There is not enough time in the remainder of my lifetime to write all the
memories connected to Grammie and Grampie Pelletier.
Today when my husband and I don't recognize the make of a car we always
say, "It must be a Chetterlay Thunderbird." On one trip back home from
Connecticut, I brought along a friend who had a Thunderbird. We went to
visit Grammie and Grampie. They were just walking down the road when
we drove in their yard, so we waited for them on the porch. Nearing the car
parked in the yard, Grampie stood back and looked at it. He was trying to
figure out what make it was. He said to Grammie, "It's a Chetterlay." My
grandmother, who spoke French, pointed toward the word Thunderbird on
the car and said, "Garde Tom, Thunderbird." (Look Tom, Thunderbird.)
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Grampie, not to be outdone, looked at the car for awhile and said, "Hell
Mum, that's a Chetterlay Thunderbird."
I often find myself telling friends or my employees about the fun I had
during my school years. Even when alone, I chuckle thinking about my last
two years of High School. Our class size had dwindled over the years and
when it looked like there was only going to be Charlie and me, Thomas
McBreairty joined us our junior year.
The senior class, our first graduating class from AHS, only had four
students, Beverly Gardner, Helen Kelly, Thomas Henderson and Sammy
Michaud. My sister Joan and cousin Mary were in the Sophomore Class.
Because the high school classes were so small we had most of our classes
with the seniors and sophomores. We were all on the same basketball and
cheerleading teams. My brother Vernon, a freshman, had French classes
with me and was on the basketball team.
I am forever connected by memories to everyone who attended Allagash
High School during those years. One day in Mr. McDougal's class we were
working on a project and he left the room. There was a trap-door in the floor
and from time to time, just for fun, we would open the door and look in. The
space under the door was dug down about four feet and had pipes going
though it. With the help of Thomas and Sammy we put Beverly down in the
space not intending to leave her there. Our lookout informed us that Mr.
McDougal was rapidly bearing down on the classroom. We left Beverly in
the hole and closed the trap-door. We had just made it back into our seats
when Mr. McDougal walked into the room.
He looked around the room and realized that "Miss Gardner" was not in her
seat. He asked where she was. We responded with blank stares and hunched
shoulders indicating that we did not know. He figured she had gone to the
bathroom without his permission. He headed out the door to find her.
Thomas and Sammy opened the trap-door and we pulled Beverly out of the
hole and closed the door. She was crying and was sort of dusty. We told her
that Mr. McDougal was looking for her and he was mad and she had better
not say anything.
Mr. McDougal came back and was shocked to see Beverly in her seat. While
he went toward the bathroom he had kept an eye on his classroom door to
see that she had not "sneaked" back into the room. "Miss Gardner, where
14

were you?" He was angry that we had tricked him and he couldn't figure out
how. His face was beet red. Beverly said, "Right here. I never left this
room." He did not know what to think. Then we all started "taking up for
Beverly." He got even angrier. We never did tell him about Beverly's
disappearing act. I think the whole class got detention.
There were no drugs or alcohol and not much money, if any. The fun we had
and the memories we made were priceless. We didn't even realize at the time
that we were building memories and making lifelong connections. Looking
back, I think we never thought that years, miles, and death would eventually
separate us. We were thankful and proud of who we were. Through these
memories I can go home again.
Beverly and I were like sisters growing up. Our mothers were sisters
(O'Leary) and very close. I have so many wonderful memories of "Bevie,"
as we called her. It is hard to believe that she left this earth at such a young
age from cancer. Bevie was very talented. She played the piano, accordion,
and had a beautiful voice. She was kind, sweet and gentle, and a friend to
everyone. We used to go down to Bible study at my Grandmother O'Leary's
house in St. John. Bevie always led the singing. I love the old hymns and
every time I hear them I go once again to where I first heard them, that
special time and place. We are forever connected.
John Gardner, Bevie's uncle, had built the Pentecostal Church in Allagash. I
went there often with Bevie. In the summer they had their church picnic and
Bevie and I would ride with John on the bus to pick everyone up. We sang
songs all the way up to the Head of the Rapids and back. I attribute my Faith
in the Lord over the years to those early years with my Grandparents
O'Leary, and Aunt Elbe and Bevie.
Shortly after graduation from Allagash High School (1961), I left like so
many others to work in Connecticut. Instead of staying and going to the
local university, as my parents had wished, I went to work and attended
evening classes at the University of Connecticut. Later I transferred to a
technical college for engineering to satisfy my employer.
After six years, the engineering field lost its excitement and I decided to
pursue a career in Psychology. I later moved back to Maine and finished my
Bachelor's Degree in Human Relations at the University of Maine in Presque
Isle. The next move was the biggest step of my career and a wise one. I had
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always dreamed of living in California (that was twenty-eight years ago) and
this was my big opportunity when I was accepted into Graduate School at
Pepper dine University in Malibu, California for my Master's Degree. From
there I received my Doctorate in Psychology in San Diego.
The short paragraph I just gave you regarding my education may appear to
be "no big deal." It was! Learning persistence, working for a reward, team
building, and building social skills led me to achieve my lifetime goals.
Throughout my entire life the values I learned from my parents and
grandparents would impact my family, faith, work, education, and
community involvement.
I stand on the shoulders of many of my teachers and mentors and I am
thankful daily for their support and belief in me. They have motivated me
toward a very rewarding life. Often I run into past clients who tell me how I
positively impacted their life. Ironically, it may be a client where I was
totally unaware that I had helped them. The same holds true for my teachers,
neighbors, friends and people from my past they may have no idea that they
made a positive difference in my life.
In June 2003 California Baptist University in Riverside, California honored
me for my commitment to the careers of many students and faculty at CBU.
They named their new career center and career library the Dr. Linda P.
Drake Career Center. Riverside County Board of Supervisors and Riverside
City Mayor Ron Loveridge named that day the Dr. Linda P. Drake Day for
dedication and work on behalf of the citizens of both Riverside County and
the City of Riverside, California. What an honor for me to stand before
4,000 people who were all grateful for my commitment to the careers and
future of so many students. How many other places in the world are the
seeds from Allagash, Maine planted?
Belle Gibson, my seventh and eighth grade teacher, is as vivid in my mind
today as when I was in her class. Mrs. Gibson loved to read. She usually
read a chapter from a book to our class right after lunch everyday. When she
read Uncle Tom's Cabin, we could always get her to read two chapters
instead of one. I don't know how many times she read that book, but in
certain places she would always have tears in her eyes.
Mrs. Gibson's skills extended beyond her love of reading and her
compassion for others; she was an excellent role model for a young girl who
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desired a career. She listened to my dreams and always encouraged me to
read about the career I was aspiring to, or the places I wanted to visit. As
well as being organized and creative, she was always professionally dressed
in nice suits and dresses. Mrs. Gibson passed away some time ago but my
memories give me the wonderful opportunity of going back home because
she is still there. I still have the vase she gave me for not missing a day in
her Seventh and Eighth Grade Classes.
Like many other families in Northern Maine in the 50s and 60s, we were
involved with the potato harvest. We headed down to Caribou, Limestone,
Lort Fairfield and that area for work. There were always twenty or more of
us from Allagash together at one farm. Some of us picked potatoes, others
worked on the trucks or in the potato house.
There is always a potato digging story to be told. When some of my family
and friends get together back home we talk about the last two or three years
that we went to the potato harvest together. I think I was a sophomore in
High School the year that we went to work at a farm that my Uncle Bob
O'Leary managed. My entire family, along with several other friends from
Allagash, moved down to a large farm house for the workers. Holly
Henderson and I shared a room. In a nearby room was my brother Louie,
Douglas McBreairty (a friend who is like my brother), Douglas Kelly and
possibly another person. My brother Louie would steal our candy and gum.
We decided to "fix him." We took the Chiclets gum boxes and swapped
them for x-lax that looked just like the little white gum squares. Louie took
the bait!
We went to confront Louie as we always had. He was sitting on his bed,
blatantly chewing the gum and denying that he had ever taken it. I even
complained to Mom so that Louie and the guys could hear me. We could
hardly wait until morning to see the results of our "trap."
We were down at the table by 4:30 the next morning for breakfast. Holly and
I were both happy to see that Louie and his accomplices put a good full
breakfast in their bellies. We were in the field with the potato digger going
by daybreak. I don't remember exactly how we heard it first, but it seemed
that Louie was not doing so well. Louie, we heard, had the "runs" real bad.
Imagine that! I don't remember which Douglas was also suffering from the
same problem. They must have really "chowed" on that x-lax.
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The trucks were moving slowly through the fields with one guy on the back
of the truck throwing off barrels. First, Louie's truck, and then the others.
Louie didn't look so good. Even though we had heard that the x-lax had
started to work, we paid no attention to the trucks or drivers going by.
Finally the trucks passed and Holly and I looked at each other and literally
fell to our knees with laughter. It wasn't so much that the x-lax had worked
but that we had outsmarted Louie!!
We kept hearing more news as the morning went on about the sudden stops
where Louie and Douglas ended up in the woods. We had a couple rolls of
toilet paper ready and we put them on the aerials of the trucks to enter them
in the toilet paper parade.
The stories about potato digging go on and on and they are many. Potato
picking wasn't all fun. We were up in the morning at 4:00 and often in the
fields before the sun with heavy frost on the ground, waiting to dig. We
made a bonfire with broken barrels and any wood we could find to stay
warm. Our feet and hands were freezing. It often rained on us before the
potatoes were picked up. We sometimes got far behind with an overly
zealous digger man which could prompt some (or all) of the gang to throw
rotten potatoes at him.
What I learned from "working in the fields" was priceless. There wasn't
really an opportunity in Allagash for us to work part-time jobs while we
attended school. Potato picking was a learning process for those who
recognized it. We learned how to work together, team building,
perseverance, working for a reward, interpersonal skills, planning, getting to
work on time, helping others, and learning to live together in meager
conditions. Along with all these skills we learned, we gained a new kind of
freedom that comes with having our very own money. We had money to buy
our own clothing, buy Christmas presents, and maybe put a little in the bank
for later. I used some of mine for the dentist. We eagerly looked forward to
that opportunity.
The last two years I picked potatoes were during my Junior and Senior years
of high school. We picked potatoes for Carroll Anderson. Many of the
people from Allagash worked for Carroll at one time or another. That year in
the "older" female group were my cousins, Beverly and Patty, and my sister
Joan and I. In the male group were Louie, Lowman, Douglas and Leonard
Kelly and our other family members. Doug McBreairty worked with us but
stayed in town. We had lots of fun and worked hard. Talking with Louie,
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Douglas, or Lowman about those "potato digging scrapes," we reminisce,
and laugh for hours about our experiences. As long as I have memories I can
always go back home.
When I went back to the University of Maine in Presque Isle I worked once
again for Carroll Anderson as his "field boss!" I soon realized that I had
learned all I could from the potato harvest. I didn't have the fun anymore that
I once did.
I always went back to visit Carroll and Phyllis Anderson. In 1991,1 had
been living in California for fourteen years, when Carroll and a couple other
Maine farmers put my name before the National Potato Promotion Board for
the position of Public Member. My experience working in the fields,
coupled with my education and work in industrial and organizational
behavior, made me a prime candidate for the position. Senator Bill Cohen
also recommended me and I was appointed by the U.S. Secretary of
Agriculture. I finished out a term left by the outgoing member and served six
more years on the Administrative Board. Getting together with people who
had worked in the potato harvest throughout the country was like going back
home.
I don't get back home as often as I used to. For a period of ten years I used to
go home in early December and in June. Douglas McBreairty and his wife
Ursula would also make the trek from New Hampshire to Allagash. We
always had a Christmas party, then a party in the spring. We had days of fun.
How I regret not setting up a video camera to tape the stories. We were still
making memories. Especially the Christmas sleigh ride on the back of a
truck all decorated with lights. Most of us piled on the truck, Patty, Holly,
Ursula, Odette, Billie and Lowman and I. Notice I said most! It was one of
the coldest nights of the year but we had fun singing Christmas carols to
anyone who would listen. What laughter we have had from those memories!
Douglas McBreairty was that friend that every teenage girl should have
growing up. My fondest memories growing up in Cross Rock as a teenager
are connected to Douglas. He was good to me and treated me like his little
sister. I could write a book just on my relationship with Douglas and his
kindness and all the fun we had. We continue to be friends today and laugh
for hours on the phone.
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My husband, Steve Drake, left Caribou after high school to go to school in Boston.
He also enjoys the memories that I have from home. He always said I looked
younger and happier when I returned from my December and June trips. Steve is a
767 International Captain for UPS. We don't need wings because through my
memories of Allagash we can both go home again.

ODETTE FISHER
(Friend of Doug and Ursula McBreairty)
Thought Ed send along at least one story, and it is one you know if you
remember. It’s my two cents anyway.
Never let it be said that the locals of Allagash do not have a sense of humor.
One Summer I went to visit my friends, Doug and Ursula McBreairty, at
their camp in Allagash, Maine. It was a
summer full of 4-wheeling, canoeing, and
driving on the dirt roads into the woods. I
unfortunately, did not have a 4-wheeler
and was, of course, being earned around
by friends.
One evening, Ursula, Bill Davis, and
myself decided to take the 4-wheelers,
(There were only three of them for four
people) to visit Bryan and Randi. Since Doug didn’t want to go, I took his
machine.
Off we went, visited with Randi and Bryan at their camp and the family that
were there visiting at the time. It was getting dark and all of a sudden we
heard a loud noise. Imagine, its dark out, you’re sitting in a screen house,
you hear loud noises coming toward you! You’re sitting there wondering
“what the heck” only to find out that Doug McBreairty didn’t want to be left
behind and decided that, since I took his 4-wheeler, he was going to
improvise. He rode his ‘rider lawn mower’ over. Needless to say, everyone
started whooping and hollering and saying “Here comes Randy Jackson.”
We had a great visit that day and when we left, Ursula, Bill, and myself
surrounded Doug on his ‘lawn mower’ when we went home. He had NO

LIGHTS on that thing. As they say, this was one of those times when
someone had to shed some light on the subject....lololol

RON FOURNIER
(Former principal of Allagash Consolidated School)
One day, shortly after I opened the library, a nice, little man came in. After
the initial greetings, he said," I was principal of this building at one time". I
asked him when he worked here and he said it was in the early seventies. I
left here in the fifties so I didn't know him.
He remembered Clara and Aunt Gladys and the other teachers. He asked
about the building and was happy to know that so much of it was being used.
He was glad it hadn't been abandoned completely.
Mr. Fournier had this story to tell me. He said the cooks never put small
amounts of food on a plate. He went on to praise the meals he had here. He
told me the kids didn't like lima beans and the government had been
supplying the schools with pounds and pounds of lima beans. One day, one
of the cooks decided to bake some of those beans. She baked them the same
way as she did regular beans. He said when they were served, the lima beans
tasted very good and everybody ate them.
Mr. Fournier's daughter, Renee, was with him. I told him about the book we
were putting together and it would be ready for Christmas. He told his
daughter that was what he wanted for Christmas. She asked if they would be
for sale in the stores. I said yes so I believe we have sold one copy anyway.
Conversation with Faye O'Leary Hafford

SHARA ANNE GARDNER
(Daughter of Allan and Susan Duval Gardner)
I can’t quite put my finger on what I love most about home. The smell of
hardwood on a log truck makes me think of my father and
grandfather. It triggers distinct and clear images and
1
memories of being little and Dad leaving way before
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daylight but always kissing me goodbye and coming home way after sunset
and kissing me goodnight.
Or maybe it’s that smell in the spring, the smell of mud, no matter where I
have lived when I smell that it reminds me of finally being able to go out
and walk with the girls (Manda, Margie and Brooke). Seriously, we must
have walked hundreds of miles between Margie’s house and the school.
Or it could be my mother’s garden. Not only did it produce fresh food for us
that was canned and lasted all year, but the rows of corn always provided a
great place for Brooke and I to hide from Cole when playing “Hide and
Seek.”
But, maybe it is because it is so comforting just to be home in Allagash,
being surrounded by all the things that shaped me and molded me into the
person whom I have become. I lived in Southern Maine for awhile and
people used to ask me if it bothered me that I had been so “sheltered” as a
child growing up at the “end of the road.” I always said no, having come
from a place where we had chances to be on the river, swimming, tubing,
and canoeing or going hunting, fishing, snow shoeing anytime we wanted to
go!!! Other people from away had to pack up a car and drive miles and pay
money to experience what we had in our backyard all of our lives. How
could I want anything more than that??
So, to answer the question about being sheltered, the answer is still no. It
didn’t bother me and I wouldn’t change any of it for the world. Allagash is
home in my heart. It always has been and it always will be. When all else
fails I can always go home.

UNCULTURED
BROOKE HAFFORD
(Daughter of Michael and Vicki McBreairty Hafford)
After she finished belting out her favorite tune from the musical “Phantom
of the Opera” my new college roommate turned to me. A Scarsdale, NY
native (a high-class neighborhood outside the city) she could never imagine
a world without live theater, Macy’s holiday parades, art galleries, and
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overpriced ethnic cuisine. She asked me which Broadway show was my
favorite.
Having never been to New York City at this point, and had always felt that
musicals were more annoying than entertaining (is it really necessary to sing
your conversations?) I was nearly speechless. I finally managed to tell her
that I did not, in fact, have a favorite show tune. My new friend stopped
right in her tracks and we had a small discussion about our backgrounds. I
can’t remember her exact words that day, but two of them stick out in my
mind - “You’re uncultured”.
I know she didn’t intend to insult me, rather in her own way to enlighten me,
but I don’t think I had ever felt more frustrated with someone in my entire
life. How could she ever possibly think that I was uncultured? Growing up
in Allagash I had a loving, tight knit family, I formed life-long friendships
with my small-town schoolmates, and at an early age I learned how to fish,
canoe, and make my own campfire. I’d seen bears, deer, moose, and various
wild animals up close and personal while most people only get to see them
on television. If anyone was missing out it was definitely not me!
Now I’ve been to various large cities, have seen Broadway shows, and met
many different kinds of people. I have an understanding - albeit a small,
puny understanding - of what makes a city great and why people spend their
whole lives in them. But being away also makes me appreciate why some
people never leave Allagash either. Today I practically live inside beautiful
Acadia National Park, but nothing compares to the peaceful beauty of the
Allagash and St. John rivers and their rolling hillsides. And no where else
have I met men (and women) who can pole up the river, shoot a bear, skin it,
eat it and make their own rug. Now that’s culture.

DEAN HAFFORD
(Son of Michael and Vicki McBreairty Hafford)
I consider myself to be very lucky to have grown up in Allagash. I was
blessed with a wonderful family who always did all they could for me. I
could not have had better parents, grandparents, uncles and aunts. Being able
to grow up around all these people had a great influence on me. Many
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people grow up without anyone that care about them. I was fortunate enough
to grow up with a lot of people that did.
Allagash is a community where people do what they can to help each other
out. I am proud that I came from Allagash and I will always consider it to be
home.

HOMETOWN
MIKE HAFFORD
(Son of Lee and Faye O’Leary Hafford)
My family moved away from Allagash when I was seven years old. I don’t
remember a day when I didn’t want to find a way to return. I spent every
summer and any other school vacations with my grandparents in Cross Rock
and as much time as I could with my cousins and friends in Allagash.
By the time I got out of the army I had just about given up hope of ever
returning to live back home but I married a girl, Vicki McBreairty, who
wanted to live there as much as I did. I got lucky and found a job that
allowed me a chance to get back where I always wanted to be. I’ve been
living in Allagash for the last 33 years now.
I’m not sure just what the attraction is but I do know it’s a strong one.
Everyone I talk to who lives away always begins the conversation with “boy
I wish I could find a job here and move back like you did”. I know how
lucky I’ve been and really appreciate it.
Raising my family here has been important to me. I doubt if there’s a better
place anywhere for young people to get their start. The only down side has
been that our grown children have had to leave to find employment and that
leaves them lonesome to come back and us lonesome for them. They seem
to have the same unexplainable strong attraction to this place too.
I’m sure that many people from many places hold a special place for their
hometown but it seems to be more than that for Allagash. It’s a combination
of the rivers, the mountains, the friends, and the family ties. Everyone here
seems to enjoy the same sense of humor, the same music, and many of the
same outside activities. It is a close knit family that includes everyone in
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town and I’m not sure it’s that way anywhere else. I’m glad to be here and I
really wish everyone else that wants to return can find a way to do just that.

M cBr e a ir t y -h a f f o r d
(Daughter of Elmer and Phyllis Kelly McBreairty)
v ic k i

Allagash—where I feel the most spiritual; closest to nature and God.
It holds fond memories and the safety and security of home.

AFFEN JACKSON
(Son of Romeo and Jenny McBreairty Jackson)
Whoever said you can’t go home again was not thinking for me. Growing
up in our small community was a gift that is only realized by a very few; I
was one of the few, but did not know that at the time. I could not get old
enough, fast enough, to leave Allagash, with my seventeen year old thoughts
blazing my trail, never to return to Allagash. After graduation from High
School, I worked in Caribou for a while, but that was not for me at that time
either. I went on down state looking for just the right life path to make
mine, something that would wrap me into a career.
After a few months of not working, or working at a job that I did not want, I
looked seriously at the poster “Uncle Sam wants you”, and enlisted in the
Army just one year after graduating. The first few weeks or months, life
changed dramatically, and I adjusted to being told everything that I could do,
when and where to do it; even sleeping was controlled. I was at Fort Dix,
New Jersey for my first four months and it was miserable, June through
September was unbearably hot, then from the last few days of September
through December it was freezing cold. But I arranged my enlistment so
that I could go to the Caribbean, Panama was my destination. So much
beauty, natural God given beauty, such vivid greens in the palms, that is
during the rainy season, flowers blooming without being tended, ever so
much a part of Mother Nature’s scheme of beauty. I was going to like
Panama, the minute I stepped off the boat, and I did.

25

Worked long days for Our Uncle Sam, and had many different positions
within the 193rd Infantry Brigade, Headquarters. I had 2 years and 6 months
there and was sent on temporary duty to Fort Ord, California. I was not all
that happy to leave, but those choices are not ours to make. California was
another place that dreams are dreamed and sometime even come true. Fort
Ord is close to Monterey, Carmel, and very close to the ocean, and without a
doubt one of the most beautiful places in the world. That was to be short
lived as I was sent on temporary duty to Washington, D. C. and would leave
my tour of service from there.
After being discharged, I came to New Milford, Connecticut, with no
intentions of staying there, but again, life catches you, and I just sort of
settled; lots of Family, so I was not alone. Before I knew it 20 years had
passed and I wanted to be home. I moved to Caribou, loved it there, always
thought that would be my place to really put those roots in deep. After 10
more years I moved to Allagash, and things were lovely and quiet, mostly
peaceful, sort of like being in one huge family. I made the final move here
to Fort Kent and I think this is it. I am most content here. Life is good, and
after almost 40 years of being away from home, I am back, not truly back,
but close enough that I can be home in less than 30 minutes.
Along that road of being in the Army, I very much enjoyed all the different
places that I got to visit. A lot of South America, in the deep jungle, spent
days in the forest with the native peoples. Took day long trips to the Islands
off the coast of Panama. Took many 2 or 3 day trips to small Islands that
had hotels. I was sent with several rescue missions to Peru, one to San
Salvador, after a major earth quake or a natural disaster. Deep sea fishing
was one of my passions, and I went many times and caught some very big
fish, which we would leave on the docks for the locals.
Without any doubt, I can say that life has been good, even if there have been
a few set backs, and quite a few trips to Eastern Maine medical in Bangor to
take care of my heart.
There is much more that I could write about both coasts of Panama and the
beautiful Pacific coast highway in California. I did take many rides as
second seat on a Harley up and down the coast highway and I doubt that I
could come within 50 miles of the coast on a motor cycle today, but then
again, if I got the chance!
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CHASE JACKSON
(Son of Troy Jackson and Lana Pelletier)
I was born in June of 91’, and lived in Allagash till I was five. I lived in
Elmer and Phyllis McBreairty’s house till I was a year and a half old, and
then in Lee and Beaulah Gardner’s, where Bobby and Cindy Hafford live
now. I remember those days as being drastically different in town. The
grammar school was still open, and it seemed like there were always a lot of
kids around. My friends around then were Braigan McBreairty, Derek
Gardner, and Spencer McBreairty and Lilly Tuell used to come to play too. I
remember a Halloween party at the school, it seemed like it was full of kids.
Of course at the time, twenty or thirty kids probably seemed like quite a lot.
Now, the gym seems ghostly and long abandoned, so different from the
night of that party. Back
then, I lived across the road
from where my aunt and
uncle, Louie and Josie
Pelletier, ran a store and
gasoline station, which had
been in Josie’s family for
three generations. Not a day
went by without going over
there, and sometimes when
my parents were away, I
would stay with my uncle.
He used to clear off a
bottom shelf for me to sleep on, that was always neat. The Dickey Trading
Post was much larger on the store side then too, though I can’t recall what
was back there. When you’re four or five, dwindling economy and
population means nothing, and a school closing and two stores going out of
business were years beyond my comprehension.
One of my earliest memories is of the Celebration of the Three Bridges,
once the bridges on the St. John, Little Black, and Allagash were rebuilt,
after the flood. I only now know that that’s what it was because I can
remember my grandfather, Joe Jackson and his brother Albert each getting
an award. The two of them spent the entire night of the flood ferrying people
from the Baptist church to Lrancis and Ida McBreairty’s. Every time I have
to do something I’m afraid of, I try to remember how brave my grandfather
was to risk his own life to rescue people. Memories of the flood still bother
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people today, but in the years after it, I remember my mother never took me
up Dickey when she thought the ice was going to run.
I can’t remember much about living in Phylis and Elmer’s house, there are
just a few images in my mind. I can remember eating a box of Chicken in a
Biscuit crackers in the kitchen, the picture on the box was different then, it
was older fashioned. I can also remember sitting on the porch eating an
orange popsicle, the kind with two sticks in it. Once my grandfather, Clayton
McBreairty, brought me a big box of trucks he had bought at Toys ‘R’ Us in
Bangor.
As for Lee and Beulah’s house, I could fill Faye’s entire book up with
memories of it. There was a picnic shelter out back that we used to have my
birthday parties under. In the field behind the house, there was an old house
that my grandmother, Patty Pelletier grew up in. When she was a kid, she
had a diary that one of her brothers had read. She was embarrassed, and
threw it somewhere where it went through a crack, and she never found it.
She always talked about trying to find it in the wall somewhere, but never
did, it’s been torn down since I lived there. I was always told to never go in,
and I recall thinking that if I did, I would get, “ the chicken disease”.
There was a puddle that formed in the driveway once, and I was sure that by
putting my bubble gum in the center of it, a bubble gum tree would grow.
Eventually the realization hit me that there was a reason I had never seen a
bubble gum tree before.
I used to spend a lot of time out in the dooryard, and once I ran away from a
snake that Mama informed me was just an earthworm.
One time my grandparents Papa Louie and Grammy Patty put up a tent
behind their house, the three of us stayed in it, with my cousin Shawna. At
some point in the night, I had a nightmare involving dinosaurs, and Grammy
took me inside. Papa told Lindwood Flora about that the next day, and
Linwood frequented Uncle Louie and Aunt Josie’s store. When I went there
after that, if Linwood was around, he’d say, “ Ah! The dinosaurs are
coming! The dinosaurs are coming!” That used to make me quite mad, but
Linwood has since been forgiven. Joel Jackson used to tease me at the
Trading Post, but I can’t remember what it was about.
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The first time I ever played in the river, my parents took me to the ferry in
Dickey. I had a book at that time, with pictures of coral reefs, and that’s
what I remember the river bottom looking like when I opened my eyes
underwater, but that’s just a combination of two memories
Daddy took me fishing once on the upper side of the mouth of the Allagash.
He pulled a trout out of the water, and it came off his hook as it landed on
shore. That fish started flipping and flailing around, and it flipped itself all
the way up the bank into the tall grass, where we couldn’t find it. That
probably sounds like it isn’t true, but I swear to have seen it.
The new blue M&M’s came out when Uncle Louie and Aunt Josie had the
store, and that was quite something. Why bother to eat those brown ones
when there were blue ones?
Guy Kelly had pigs behind Grammy Collie and Papa Clayton’s house, and
they’d take me to see them, or Milton Tottle’s cows at the head of the rapids.
After the school closed, my parents decided we would move to Fort Kent. I
had a dog named Crook, and since we were going to rent, she couldn’t come
with us. I called my grandfather, Louie Pelletier, crying, and asked if he
would keep her. Papa Louie said he would, but I think the crying helped my
cause quite a lot.
The whole time we lived in Fort Kent, I was quite set in my ways that I did
not belong there, Allagash was my home. I spent all the time I could staying
with my grandparents. In the summer of 2004, my parents decided
that we would build a house in Cross Rock. It’s the best thing that’s ever
happened to me, to live in Allagash again.
Nothing’s better than walking from my place to Ernest’s through Cross
Rock, or sitting into Leitha’s in the morning, talking. I work at the Allagash
Historical Society in the summer, and I’m proud to help maintain our unique
heritage and culture. There are a lot of things that I’m going to wish I had
mentioned after this book is published, these stories are only a fraction of
what I could write, but it’s hard to remember everything at once.
I won’t ever live anywhere else, home is where the heart is.
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MATTHEW “CHIP” JACKSON
(Son of Aaron and Myrtle Morin Jackson)
My childhood in Allagash, like many others, was rich in experiences that
make us who we are as individuals, as well as how we live, as a whole,
whether those memories were pleasant or tragic.
I, arguably, may have one of the more unique perspectives around today due
to the fact that I am from a family of 18 children. I can remember getting on
the bus with at least seven of them to go to school. (Mother said that
Gorman Chamberlain stopped once in awhile, out of habit, for the next two
years.)
We were “Daddy’s little Indians”, he called us, circled around
our larger than usual table. Before I was born, some of my
siblings were already breaking bread with their own families.
It was always a feast. My father loved to see people leave
the table stuffed. We had two of mostly everything; two
butter dishes, two of potatoes, doubles of salt and pepper, etc. but
he always managed to tease and say we were hoarding everything
away from his place at the head of the table.
We were very close and still are but the sheer number of nieces and nephews
(quite a few) make getting together a little tougher but we still manage to do
it. We had each other but we also had our friends. I can remember my father
taking the time for his friends, whether it was arguing potatoes, or trucks,
with Francis on the tailgate of his truck or visiting Hannah and Tommy some
evenings. Some of our friends have moved away and we don’t have the
luxury of most communities to our south of being able to live and work
around with people who were in our childhood or early adulthood.
I have lived away-Colorado, Washington States- and. like so many of us,
Southern Maine and Connecticut. When I started working with people my
age, I realized what a distinct advantage, with my skills, ethics, judgment,
etc. that my mother, father, teachers, and townspeople instilled in us! The
advantage was also made from some of the pain and tragedy we shared
throughout the years. The ability to cope and have resilience away from
home is a necessity, especially if you are accountable for your livelihood
among strangers.
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So many memories! The swimming holes, stomping grounds, memories
from school (and school lunches!), our winter life, as well, as the other
things we may have taken for granted until we moved away. Sentimentality
and loneliness made us realize that we were proud to be raised here in the
“Gash”.
There are a lot of people from away that lay claim to being related to one, or
more, families in Allagash. I also met people from “Out West” that when 1
mentioned I was from Allagash, were excited to say,” My family, and I,
were on the Allagash in 199—“
Our pride is even seen in how we name our town in conversation. We
say,”Fm from The Allagash”, or “I’m leaving The Allagash.” I’ve never
heard of any other town express its name in that way, and it wouldn’t sound
right if they did.
So another generation is coming of age. Some of our Moosetowners are on
the other side of the world, fighting for us, fighting for a way of life that is
changing, vanishing constantly. We are nearly as cut off, or in a time bubble,
as we once were; it being a smaller world due to technology and
accessibility. Life here in Allagash was probably never easy, probably never
will be, but living away always seemed to be a lonely prospect.
Last, but not least, I pray for our town—pray for our future as well as our
past, or at least the capacity to reconcile and forgive as well as everyone4s
serenity, health and well-being.

SARAH JACKSON
(Daughter of Percy and Doris McBreairty Jackson)
Sarah and her family left Allagash on August 31, 1954. Sarah was 12 years
old. They moved to Caribou so her father could work for farmers and in the
potato house in the winter. Like so many others from Allagash, moving was
not a choice. There was no work and Percy and Doris had a family of 10 to
care for. They had 4 more children after they left here, so moving back was
not an option.
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Sarah said she always wished she could come back here to live but was
needed at home to help her mom with the other children and the work about
the house. Sarah went from a very small class in Allagash to a group of 160
in her class in Caribou. She was very unhappy and felt like she was being
treated as an underprivileged child. She didn’t have the fancy clothes that
most of her classmates had and they had more money to spend. In Allagash
Sarah felt good in a close knit community whereas down there she felt “like
a small boat in a large ocean”.
At the time, little did she know that she was the lucky one. She came from a
good family. She did say she wished her mom hadn’t had to work so hard
over the years but, keeping up with a large family, there is no rest. They
suffered some very sad events in the family but I believe it made them
stronger. She said she wouldn’t have traded her life for anything.
Sarah used to spend a lot of time
with her grandparents, Aaron and
Melissa Jackson, at The Head of
The Rapids on The St. John
River. She said that being there
she felt that this is the way life
should be. She felt an inner
peace when she was there. Her
brother-in-law used to call her an
“up homer” because Allagash
was always “up home” to her.
Sarah talked about the things she missed after they moved away. She was
especially wistful when she described the field days we had as school came
to an end each year. She mentioned our going to Uncle Tom Gardner’s flat
for field day and how she enjoyed the sack races, picnic’s, etc.
She talked of the good times kids had in winter sliding on a piece of carpet
or old cardboard box. She spoke of sliding down an old landing that had
been used to store logs in the fall to be released in the river in the springtime.
The deserted landing was an excellent sliding area.
Sarah lives in an apartment at the Riverview Housing in Allagash. She
talked to me about the differences between living in Allagash as compared
to other places. We have more freedom here. We can go for a walk in the
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woods and if we step on someone else’s property we are not driven away.
We can pick berries, apples, hazelnuts, etc. and the owners do not prosecute
you for trespassing.
We have freedom to watch the most beautiful sunsets we’ve ever seen.
Sarah told me she watched the ice run for 2 hours last spring-couldn’t take
her eyes off of it. She hadn’t seen that happen for 52 years. She went in and
sat in “the chair” all alone and enjoyed the beautiful scene on The St. John
River.
Sarah has other places she wants to visit up here such as The Michaud Farm,
Allagash Falls, etc. She wants to revisit The Bishop Place, Castonguay
Settlement, and Seven Islands on The St. John River. She plans to get her
dad and brothers up here to go on the trips with her.
Fourth of July week 2006, 2 of Sarah’s children, along with their family,
vacationed at Walker Brook. The boys have fond memories of spending
many childhood days at Walker Brook. My son, Ernie, while looking out
over The St. John River said, “It can’t get any better than this”.
So you see, as far as Sarah is concerned, you can go home again. She did
and from the look on her face as I talked to her, I believe she’ll be around for
quite awhile.
Interviewed by Faye Hafford

ALWAYS GOING NEVER LIVING.. .A MEDLEY OF BLURBS
BRYAN JANDREAU
(Son of Pat and Eldina McBreairty Jandreau)
Two of my sisters and I stood in the box of my dad’s red pickup with our
arms lying on the roof.. .the wind whipping across our faces. We
simultaneously saw mom’s hand point out the window to the three young
deer standing along side of the road as we sped through the “Portdash” on
our way to Allagash.
Being five years old with one arm hanging over the bar of a canoe rack
while standing on the tailgate between my Aunt Jean Walker and my
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mom.. .some other family member clicked the button of the camera that had
the square disposable flash cube on the top.
Wanting to go to Allagash with my mom and Aunt Bev, but once we got
there, Mom, Aunt Bev, and Aunt Jean sat at the table.. .drank coffee and
talked and talked and talked. It wasn’t long that my cousin Roger and I
wanted to go.. .sitting in the car waiting and waiting and waiting.. .then one
of us hit he stick shift and the car hit the house.. .everybody stopped drinking
coffee.
Going to the temporary St. John River bridge after the flood of ’91 with Lee
Hafford.. .1 wanted to go swimming.. .1 ended up cam’cording all the kids
swimming...after awhile Lee said, “Are you gonna go swimming or are you
gonna run that picture machine all day!”
Standing in the graveyard with my mom and dad on the ends with all of us
kids in the middle, as Althea and Pam stood over Uncle Nelson’s grave and
Manny stood in the distance with his hands clenched to the wire fence.
Fighting with Todd Pelletier about which way the merry-go round should
go.. .during the 1986 Bi-Centennial at the Allagash School. I am left handed
and I suspect Todd was right handed. I don’t remember which way the
merry-go-round ended up going.. .but I do remember Harold Jackson doing
all the announcements from the back of a trailer truck and Una Connors
singing several songs. That weekend was the first time I met Doug and
Ursula McBreairty.. .they had a Winnebago parked out front of the
school.. .remember the kind that had a big “W” on the side with a stripe that
came off of the top of the “W” and ran down the side of the camper.
All the weekends we spent at Walker Brook. I remember my brother, Ben
and I fishing there. He always caught something.. .1 never did. He always
told me to keep trying. One weekend we were so many families camping
there, that there was even a camper parked across the road. I remember the
lady in the camper across the road had one arm bigger than the other. My
wife, Randi, said that was Deline Gardner. Everybody had a campfire next
to their camper or tent.. .when the sun went down all the campfires would
glow, and we would walk through the tall grass and try to catch fireflies. It
seemed like we played all night long, but I remember lying down in a tent
after awhile and listening to the campfire snap and crack.
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I got a new Leisure suit, it was tan with a brown button down shirt that had
the winged collar.. .1 was about seven years old and wore this new suit to
Mike and Vicki Hafford’s wedding at he Allagash Gym. I danced and ran
and j umped, and talked and ate and went all day. At the end of the day I
remember sitting on my mother’s lap as she sat in a folding chair.
As a child, Brooke Hafford sat on the porch of a log cabin float in some
Allagash parade. The cabin was decorated with American flags. Brooke
was wearing a long dress and tiara representing Little Miss “something”. I
remember that.. .what’s funny about it is I ended up marrying her Aunt
Randi and didn’t even know Randi at the time.
Faye and Lee Hafford gave Randi and
me a piece of land in Cross Rock. We
put a camper on it. Then we built a
gazebo. Then we started to build onto
the camper and made a camp. Lee
told Faye, “Damn good thing we only
gave that young feller an acre,’ cause
he’s goona build clear back to the
swamp.” Putting down roots in
Allagash was the best thing Randi and I ever did.. .1 remember when we
were building, Randi always made sure I had several hammers on-site.
There was never a weekend that went by, when Lee, Mike, Hemmie, Bobby
Gardner, or somebody else didn’t help me build our weekend get-away.
One weekend while trying to build roof trusses, things went to hell in a hand
basket.. .and Lee made me stop and sit on the picnic table and take a break.
It wasn’t long that several friends showed up and made me re-think my
construction for the better. But, that re-thinking didn’t come without several
bites from a Frenchman trying to build a camp in Cross Rock.
One weekend we had a birthday party at Lee and Faye’s for Hemmie. It was
a real hot day and we were all sitting out on the back lawn and someone
started a water fight. I know Warren Gardner didn’t start it, but he was the
one I saw walk over with the garden hose and opened fire with a wide spray
of water that hit several people. I always joked that that was the only time I
ever saw Douglas McBreairty run. Another weekend on Lee and Faye’s
back lawn.. .Mike and Dean decided to break wrists on a plastic patio
table.. .nobody won because the plastic legs ended up coming out from
underneath the table and Mike and Dean came off the edge of their seats.
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My brother-in-law, Mike taking me up the St. Francis Gate road to a high
hill where you could see First, Second, and Third Lake. I’ve been back
there, but with all the tree growth you can’t see all three lakes anymore.
Mike and Lee took me hunting. Lee made me sit on the passenger side of
the pickup so that I could get out and shoot my first partridge. After several
tries and several birds getting a second lease on life.. .Lee said, “For Pete’s
sake, Mike, put him in the middle of the pickup or we’re gonna starve to
death.”
Randi and I held our wedding reception in Allagash. I remember Randi and
I not wanting one. When Faye told Uncle Bob that, he said, “Well Faye, we
gotta have a reception anyway, whether they come or not.” I’m glad we did
and the thing I enjoyed the most was when everybody joined together
providing tables, chairs, decorations, food, and music.. .just to name a few.
These are just a few blurbs of Allagash memories; some happy ones, some
sad ones. I have always enjoyed the natural beauty of Allagash.. .the rivers,
the trees, the wild life.. .but it’s the people and the memories most of all that
keep me going back to Allagash.. .the chance to reminisce and the chance to
make new memories with family and friends. Note that my title is “Always
Going Never Living”, for me there has always been something special about
“the going”, the trip up, the welcome from family and friends, the smiles,
and the hugs. I’ve always enjoyed the fact that when you get to town you’re
asked when did you get here and how was the trip.. .then.. .how long are ya’
up for...memories, memories to be made, family, friends, always going,
never living.

MY LIFE IN THE ALLAGASH
ELDINA JANDREAU
(Daughter of Henry and Elizabeth Hughes McBreairty)
I was born on February 28, 1930, the oldest child of Henry & Elizabeth
(Hughes) McBreairty. I was bom at my grandparent’s home and my
grandmother McBreairty named me.
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I grew up in Allagash in a family of nine. I went to
school and graduated from the 8th grade. We always
walked to school and took a lunch in the winter time
because of the cold weather. The school was a
two-room school.
I was brought up near my Aunt Geneva and Uncle Hughes. Since I was the
oldest of the family I played with Geneva and Hughes. We didn’t have the
things the children have today. In the winter we would slide on cardboard
and in the summer we went swimming. Grandfather McBreairty made a
swing out of a big chain and we’d swing on that until dark. I also went to
my grandmother Hughes and played with my aunts. They were my age.
Elizabeth Henderson was our teacher from kindergarten to the third grade.
Dawn Moirs was the teacher from fourth grade to the 8th grade. She had a
ruler we called Dr. Birch.
In 1949 I was married and moved to St. Francis. I like to go back to the
Allagash and visit the library and visit with the librarian (Faye Hafford).
I will always call Allagash my home.

WHY RETURN TO ALLAGASH
RANDI HAFFORD JANDREAU
(Daughter of Lee and Faye O’Leary Hafford)
I was born in Allagash, Maine and lived there until I was nearly six years
old. We moved to central Aroostook but we came back “home” just about
every weekend. I remember being so excited about going back to Allagash
every chance we got. As time went on we moved further down the state and
couldn’t get back home as often so each visit became much more important
to me. It was a six to seven hour trip back “home” but we made it as often
as possible. My dad was the driving force to bring us back as much as he
could. My mother wasn’t as excited about coming up as often and I
wondered why but after growing up, getting married, getting a job, buying a
home, and trying to keep everything running smoothly, it’s not easy if you
are off somewhere every weekend. I don’t even have any children to add to
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the mix so my sympathy goes out to her now. It must have been rough for
her.
Anyway, my dream was always to be able to come back to Allagash to live.
In 1972 my brother got that opportunity and I was pretty jealous but within a
year we were back “home” too.
I am not sure what the pull is
for an Allagash native to
always want to come back to
visit or to live there. I just
know it is powerful. Most of
my friends are gone from there
now and I don’t even live there
anymore but I do have a little
summer camp at Cross Rock
and I go there when the urge
hits me. My husband and I
have talked about selling it many times but when it comes right down to it: I
just can’t let my little piece of “home” go. I may never live there again but I
do know that every now and then I have to go back and feel the comfort,
peace, and simplicity of life that I need when my world gets too uptight or
stressful.
I really enjoy the community activities that bring so many friends and
relatives back for a couple days. It means so much to me to see the town
alive again and full of laughter, hugs, and waves. I hope those events always
continue to happen back “home”.
Many people have asked me time and time again: “What is it that keeps you
Moosetowners coming back to Allagash”? I never really have an answer but
I think my sister-in-law said it pretty clearly when she described it as
“roots”. We do have them and they run very deep. I guess I have not really
answered the question as to why I always feel the need to return to my
“roots” but I do know I have that need every now and then. Thankfully, I do
have a husband that has a few “roots” of his own from Allagash and he
understands. So, we pack up and we go! I imagine we will be doing that for
quite some time.
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UNCLE JOE KELLY
When I talked to Joe about why he never moved away he said, “I never
wanted to move away. You couldn’t beat it into my mind.”
Joe did go away for a while. He and his family went to the potato fields to
work in the harvest for 20 years. He also moved his family into the woods
with him for five different winters but he always came back “home”. He
said his wife, Nellie, cooked for the crew and she worked hard. He said that
a year or so before she died he told her how sorry he was that she had to
work so hard. Her reply was, “Hard work never hurt nobody.”
Joe worked at Pop Island, Cary Bogan, Johnson Brook. Some winters he
and 2 other men worked from home. They boarded at home and traveled to
work each day.
He talked about the drive. He had the section along the Big Rapids for 8
years. That was a very dangerous part of the drive. He would take 2 men
out in a bateau. They would jump on a
center jam. He said the water near the jam
would be dead water with 8 ft. of fast water
whirling on both sides. He guided the stern
of the bateau while the men picked at the
jam. He kept the bateau very close. When
he’d see the jam letting go he’d whoop,
“Get out of there quick.” The men would
jump in the bateau and off they’d go. Joe said he never lost a man in his
section but he said 5 men had been killed while working on the drive that he
knew of.
Joe told me about a jam at the Allagash Falls. He said it was right level with
the falls. They had to use dynamite to break up the jam.
He talked about a fellow who had an unusually long neck. They used to
tease him about it. One time he went out on a landing of logs. When he
pulled out the main log to let the landing go, the whole layer of logs started
rolling. The long-necked fellow went with it. He said it was “one time I’m
glad I had a very long neck”.
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Joe’s final words to most of his stories are, “Praise the Lord.” He has no
doubt who has helped him live the long healthy life he has been fortunate to
enjoy.
Interview with Faye O. Hafford

NORMA KELLY
(Daughter of Leonard and Doris Hughes Kelly)
Dear Mrs. Hafford,
Your message has been in my mind since receiving it earlier this month. It’s
very hard for me to put into words the feeling I had when I read it. What
draws me to Allagash?
In a word, our God-given roots.
It’s our place of warmth and nurturing.
It’s where God’s love and truth impacted our lives.
It’s the sound of the voices of people whom we love.
It’s that sense of respect for our ancestors who carved the town out of virgin
territory.
It’s standing on the hill behind our house and watching the sun
set over the St. John River.
It’s walking in the woods and ‘hearing’ the snow fall silently
from the fir boughs.
It’s watching the trees on the ledge below our house turn into
radiant autumn colors.
It’s cool, clear Walker Brook.
It’s the expectation that it will always be there for us, regardless of how far
afield we traverse.
Thank you again for your commitment to our community.
Regards,
Norma
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LONNY LYNCH
(Friend of Robbie McBreairty)
Dear Faye:
Mona asked me to pass on to you a few of my memories of Allagash and
contacts with Robbie McBreairty. Several times a year, in the 1980’s, myself
and a few men from Fort Fairfield would go to Wendall Shaw’s camp in the
Allagash to hunt or fish. The camp was located just across the last bridge
from Dickey and situated up in the woods behind Robbie’s house. At the
time, Wendell’s camp was an old house trailer. The group usually included
Bob Clark, Hank Cyr, Wendall Shaw, myself and sometimes one, or two,
others.
That was where I was introduced to Robbie, about 1980. Over the next
several years I got to know Robbie and every time we were at Wendall’s
camp, Robbie and his cousin, Elmer, would stop to visit and play cards.
Every night after the dishes were done, Robbie and Elmer would arrive for
some rousing bouts of card-playing until midnight. The games were always
Charlemagne (so??). Various forms of cheating in the forms of knocking and
bidding was allowed and encouraged. The more and sneakier, the cheating,
the better. I will never forget how much Robbie and Elmer
enjoyed those games. As I recall Elmer was in his
70”s, lived alone and Robbie was in his early
seventies and lived just down over the hill in
the old home in which he and his wife, Mary,
raised a large family. Those two old guys would
sure laugh everytime they trounced me and Bob
Clark at Charlemagne.
During hunting season, one year, there was the usual group of hunters. We
all split up in the four available four-wheel-drive pick-ups. Robbie had a
new pick-up and said, “Lynch, you jump in with me.” That settled who Fd
be hunting with. Robbie knew every logging road, every logger, every
person on all the gates and in every camp in the North Woods. As I recall his
son, also called Robbie, had the largest logging operation in Northern
Maine. That day we covered every road in the North Woods all the way to
the Quebec border and we did it at a constant 70 miles per hour. That was
one day I had the crap scared out of me a hundred times. We didn’t get back
to the camp until dark. The only time we would stop was to hunt for a few
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minutes or at a stream that Robbie wanted to point out as an excellent place
to fish that was unknown to everyone but him. I didn’t have a clue where we
were so it was unlikely that the fish in that stream would ever be in any
danger from me.
The longest conversation we had on that trip, other than the hunting and
fishing, was initiated by Robbie and was right to the point. He said, “I’m
concerned about Shaw.” He was referring to his friend, Wendall Shaw. He
always referred to Wendall as “Shaw” just as he always referred to me as
“Lynch”, never Lonny. More economical and quicker. He said,” Shaw
drinks too much It’s not good for him.” He said, “You men should talk to
him and tell him to cut back.” Robbie never drank more than one small can
of beer when we played cards and Elmer drank none and they never
commented on what others consumed. Robbie liked Wendall and he must
have been sitting on this for a long time and it must have taken a lot for
Robbie to ask this of me. After a couple of years of going up to the Allagash,
I got too really like the place. It was about 1981, the second year of trekking
to Wendall’s camp that I started asking Robbie if there was a couple of acres
of land any where in the area for sale to build a summer camp. I never got a
yes, no, or maybe. He would just give me a quiet somber look and then the
game would continue.
This went on for several years and always the same response. No response.
One year my wife, daughter, and her husband and Bob Clark and his wife all
met at Wendall’s camp where I introduced my wife to Robbie. We then went
to the Red River camps in the Deboullie mountain area for two days. Robbie
and a friend met us there later. My wife got a good chance to talk to Robbie.
She had a lot of questions (as she always does) for him about the Allagash
and the people. My wife liked Robbie and his wife, Mary, and later
remarked that he was a nice man but very quiet.
A year, or two, later on a summer day in August, a year and three months
after the big flood and all the damage in the Allagash, Wendall Shaw
stopped at my home here in Fort Fairfield. He rolled down the window of his
pick-up and said “Robbie McBreairty wants to see you.”
I looked in his pick-up and Robbie was not there. I asked, “Where is he?”
Wendall said, ”Up in the Allagash.
I asked, “What does he want to see me about?”
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Wendall said,"Don’t know. No clue. Wouldn’t tell me. You had better go
see him. I am just the messenger.”
Knowing Robbie to be a man of few words, it would be useless to call him
on the phone. My wife and I took a ride to the Allagash the next afternoon.
We met Robbie, and his wife Mary, at their new home, built on higher
ground just behind the location of his old home destroyed the previous years
in the flood.
Robbie got right to the point. He said, “I found you some property.” We
followed him upriver from Dickey until we were almost to the end of the
road at the Dickey Check Point. We stopped at a home owned by his distant
cousin by the name of Kelly. This was a home that was for sale. Mr. Kelly
said their children had all moved out of state and they wanted to live closer
to their children. As I recall, it was the last house on the road. It as a ranchstyle home, two-car garage and a separate wood and garden tool building All
the buildings were new and in mint condition. The house set high, about 80
feet above and overlooking the Saint John River on all five acres. The view
was just unbelievable.
We agonized over that place for weeks. Just too far from the jobs we both
were facing for another 12 years and too remote.
Well, that is some of the times that I recall coming in contact with Robbie. I
will never for get him.

BARBARA McBREAIRTY
(Daughter of Rex and Laura Jones McBreairty)
My memories of being raised in Allagash are the very essence of my inner
soul and spirit. As I grew older, I realized that I left the area with skills that
prepared me for independence, survival, and the love for nature and family.
Going home to visit is a way for me to revitalize myself; body, mind, and
spirit. What is there not to forget about your birthplace: being raised in a
community that is family oriented, excellent schooling, and one of the most
beautiful places in the world. When you leave home to explore the world,
you don’t realize these things. But, as time passes, you find yourself drifting
back to memories that were made in “God’s Little Acre” and all the people
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that impacted your life such as community, friends, and especially your
family.

RETURN TO “THE ALLAGASH”
c l a r a McBr e a ir t y
(Daughter of Tom and Gladys Mills Gardner)
Why? Why did you not leave home and go to a better place where there was
electricity, running water in homes and bathrooms.
I thought for a while, but it didn’t take long to answer that question.
Eirst, I would have to leave my family that I dearly loved. Then my friends I
grew up with. My brothers’ families that lived close by and I used to baby
sit.
Then there was the beautiful Allagash River that flowed by under the hill.
All I had to do was look out the window to see it and it put me to sleep at
night with its sound. I remember swimming in it, playing along the shore,
turning rocks over to find crabs, we called lobsters. Taking my brothers
canoe and poling up the river where they wouldn’t see us.
I recall the many times I spent on the Allagash River with my father. He
would say he was going up the river to pick the channel. (Take the rocks out
so the canoes wouldn’t scrap against them and sometimes get torn by the
sharp rocks.) I always went along to hold the canoe from
drifting back down the river while he picked the rocks out.
Then we would go to Big Brook Camp Ground or to the
Allagash Falls to have a lunch. That was the joy of eating
out along side a campfire. Dad always pitched a huge
tent at Big Brook for anyone to use if they wanted to
camp out. (Can’t do it now) He would take it down
^
after Nov. hunting season was over.
After I got through the 8th grade I went to school in Ft. Kent. The college
had a three - year high school an three years of normal school. I still found
myself coming home on week- ends; I just couldn’t stay away.
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My mother was a schoolteacher so it was planned ahead that my sister Belle
and I would be teachers too. Belle didn’t stray away from Allagash either.
She married John Gibson and she taught school here. They moved to
Ashland because John got an offer of a good job working for a land
company. She taught school in Ashland but they found their way back to
Allagash many weekends. They have both passed away and are buried in
the Allagash Cemetery.
After I graduated from college I came back to Allagash to teach. Still no
electricity or running water. Had to walk to school with the neighbors
school children. Enjoyed every step of the way.
Here is where my cousin, Faye O’Leary Hafford, came back to Allagash and
started teaching.
Finally we got electricity in our town and a new central school was built.
That was something great; even a hot lunch program at noon time.
We had a lot of students in school then. We had a lot of smart students
graduating, doctors, nurses, teachers, ministers, and some that started their
own business. There are students that went on to college away from here.
In my first year of teaching I got married and we raised three children. Just
lived a stone’s throw away from the school so they didn’t miss too much
school with me there.
My oldest son was drafted into the service. He informed us that when he got
out of the Army he would be back home to stay. They all live within a free
calling distance from home.
I can not forget the O’Leary family that came to live with us when I was
young. Their mother was a sister to my mother and she and her husband
passed away so our family doubled over night. The boys were all very close
and they enjoyed each other. Dad said, “Just add a few more potatoes to the
pot and plant a large garden.”
Most of them are gone now except Bea and Faye. Bea lives in Florida and
Faye can be found in the library working; either answering information or
tutoring schoolchildren.
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But often I stop and pick her up and she will say after she gets in the car,
“Where are we going”? I will answer, “If you brought your suit case we are
going to Bangor, or shopping to Presque Isle.” Where one goes the other
will be right there. We wouldn’t have it any other way would we, Faye?
But we always come back to The Allagash.

McBr e a ir t y
(Daughter of Robert, Sr. and Albertine Pelletier O’Leary)
colleen

Regardless of where I have lived throughout the years, Allagash has always
been home to me. I have wonderful memories of times spent with my family
on the Allagash River. My parents, Bob and Albertine O’Leary, had a deep
and abiding love for the Allagash River and they instilled that love in each
of their four children.
In the late fifties, we left Allagash, due to lack of work, and relocated to
Limestone where my father managed a potato farm. However, Allagash was
never far from our hearts. After planting season was over, we would pack up
and head home to spend a glorious week, or two, on the river.
We stayed in many places along the river at various times (Cunliffe,
Ramsey, Camp Hosea B, Round Pond, Long Lake
dam, etc.) but our favorite was a cabin at the foot of
Allagash Falls we affectionately referred to as
“Uncle Tom’s Cabin” as it had belonged to Uncle
Tom Gardner. Invariably, my brother would get out at
McKeen Brook ,before we reached the cabin, to catch
beautiful rainbow trout for our night’s supper while the
rest of us went ahead to ready the cabin for our stay. It wasn’t long before
Mom had mouth-watering biscuits ready to go with the trout Dad had
sizzling in the pan.
Sitting around the campfire at night, my parents would tell stories about life
on the river, and the people who lived it. It was those stories about the
people that I loved the most, then, as I do now.
It is the people that make Allagash such a great place to live. I love their
fierce independence, and their strength of character. Their unique sense of
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humor and intelligent wit can’t be replicated anywhere else. The ability to
come together and take care of their own is heartwarming.
I am proud to be from Allagash, and consider myself fortunate to be able to
live here!

YOU CAN GO HOME AGAIN
DOUG AND URSULA McBREAIRTY
(Doug is the son of George & Lottie Hafford McBreairty)
We have made so many trips to Allagash, Maine in the past years that we
say, “We are going up home.” Our friends in New Hampshire, the state we
live in, get a kick out of us. Now they say, “When are you going up home?”
We love the great outdoors; fishing, hunting, snowmobiling, 4-wheeling, and
canoeing. We try to use all that the land has to offer us.
In 1989, we had Clayton Jackson build a beautiful log cabin for us. It was a
lot of work but, boy we enjoy the place. (Another reason for loving the area
- loving our home.)
We have tried to share the great people and the great area and the great cabin
with all our friends who always want to return every year.
Billy Davis, one of our friends, was snowmobiling
across from our cabin when we noticed the Border
Patrol car make a quick turn and hide down on the
St. Francis line. When Bill returned they stopped
him and wanted to know what he was doing in
Canada.
“I was not in Canada,” Bill said. The patrolman said, “Isn’t the St. John
River the border?”
“Yes,” Bill replied, “but, not over there”.
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“Well, then,” said the patrolman, “You must be fishing.” The patrolman
must have thought our poles marking our trail across the river were fishing
poles.
Bill said, “Just wait a minute. Let me get Doug. He will explain everything
to you.”
Doug had to tell the Border Patrolman that the Canadian Boundary went up
the St. Francis River, six miles back down the St. John River from his camp.
Obviously, these guys (Border Patrol) were not from around here.

irma

McBreairty

(Daughter of Perry and Geraldine O’Leary McBreairty)
My name is Irma McBreairty; I was born in Allagash on February 12, 1951.
My parents were Perry and Geraldine (O’Leary) McBreairty. My mother’s
parents were Joseph and Gladys (Kelly) O’Leary. My father’s parents were
Thomas & Eunice (Kelly) McBreairty.
In the summer, my grandfather Joseph O’Leary took me fishing and he
allowed me to help him cook. I vividly remember helping turn donuts in
the hot fat. My grandmother, Eunice McBreairty let me cook macaroni with
tomatojuice and taught me how to knit. I also watched grandmother for
hours while she took little pieces of material of
different sizes and shapes as she sewed her quilts
on her treadle sewing machine. My sisters and
brothers, along with our cousins, jumped from
barn rafters, played frozen tag in our front yard and
went swimming at the float on the St. John
River. We also enjoyed going to the Aroostook
Bible Camp. In the winter, the ice on the river
was plowed and we made bonfires for ice skating at
night. Indoor activities were playing with paper dolls that we
cut from the Sears catalogs or just playing house. Life was good.
July of 1962, our parents moved to Hartford, Connecticut. We lived in
Hartford about one year before moving to Bloomfield, Connecticut. Family
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and friends visited and when it was time to leave, I asked to go home with
them, ‘Allagash’. When I was told no, I cried. The longings of the beautiful
blues of the rivers, the greens of the grasses and the trees, and the way of life
that I loved in this small town never left me.
Forty-four years later, I finally moved ‘Hone.’ I always considered Allagash
my home. When I told my children I was moving to Allagash their answer
was, “Well, Mom, you’ve always dreamed of going back.”
I am home but many things have changed. Oh! The rivers are still blue, the
trees and grasses are still a beautiful green and the town has really remained
much the same. The greatest change is that the wonderful people who were
such a big part of my life when I was a child have all gone on, such as, my
dear Mon and Dad, my grandfather Joe O’Leary, and grandfather and
grandmother Tom and Eunice McBreairty, who were all such an integral
part of my life. Aunts and uncles each touched my life in many ways. Still,
Em home with cousins and friends who have welcomed me with open arms.
I am so thankful to all of them and feel that I am now where I am supposed
to be.

STORIES OF MY FAMILY
JEFFREY “COOKIE” McBREAIRTY
(Son of Lloyd and Lillian McBreairty McBreairty)
My brother, Barney, only fished three, or four, times in his whole life so I
got him a nice rooster tail spinner on his line and told him to cast across the
fast water to the eddy and reel his spinner through the fast water toward him.
On the very first cast he hooked a beauty and it was 22 inches long and the
most beautiful rainbow trout you ever saw. He was repeating my instructions
as he reeled it in. Keep the line tight. Keep the rod tip up. Do not reel too
fast. He was excited. We landed the fish and he held it while I took a picture
of it. We measured it and then we released it back into the wild.
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He threw out again and, on his second cast, he hooked a 24-inch
brown trout and the fight was on again. He threw 4 times
altogether at this spot and each time he caught a trout over 20
inches long. The excitement of watching him catch
those trout are the greatest fishing memories that I
have today. I have had many great fishing
episodes but this one will stay with me forever.
(They were fishing in Western Canada,)
I enjoy myself when I am with my brother, Barney, because we are only 14
months apart and all the time we were growing up, we were like Siamese
twins; where one was, the other one was. We stayed that way until we went
our separate ways when he went into the military. He made it his career and
I didn’t. We stay in close contact with each other and we talk weekly at least
once , sometimes twice a week and if there was ever a time that one of us
needed each other we have a bond that would make us drop everything we
are doing and go to the other one’s aid, no matter what the situation.
My memories draw me back to Allagash so much that it is mind boggling.
That is why I love the Allagash so much and is why I will always return to
my home town until I leave this earth.
The old-fashioned music like “The Wildwood Flower” and all the parties
and get-togethers when the mandolin, fiddle, guitar and the harp were played
and the music that stuck to your bones stayed with you forever.
The love of the hard work and the long days and tired men who worked so
hard and the housewives who worked equally as hard as the men. From long
days in the woods to log drives to the saw mills and the women washing
clothes, cooking bread and cookies, canning wild berries and garden
vegetables and preparing perishables for root cellars was back breaking for
all and through it all, they thanked God and Jesus for the untold bounty that
He had put upon them in our fair town of Allagash.
I think of the young men who went off to war before I was born and how
much I loved and respected them for what they had done. They had taught
me the lesson that our freedom was the most precious thing we had in this
world and we should always be ready to defend that freedom at a moment’s
notice without fear of loss of life because it was always worth the fight.
Even as I write this letter, I loved them all with every fiber of my being and I
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thank God and Jesus for all of them and for all veterans in this whole
country, all the men in Allagash who went to war are my all time heroes and
they always will be.
My heart is hurting now, Faye, and I don’t know if you can understand that
but I am so lonesome for home that there is no way to describe it. I visit the
ones I love by going to the cemeteries and looking at all the names on the
headstones and crying because I wish I could just hug them and give them a
kiss and tell them how much I love them. These feelings and this great love
of family is what God has given me in life and He gave them to me when I
was bom in Allagash, Maine.
I used to go up to Norman’s landing, just above our house, when I was a kid.
We called Uncle Norman’s (Norman McBreairty) pulp yard, ’’Norman’s
Landing” because he loaded all his logs and pulpwood on to his truck from
there. He would have us go with him up on the side hill and move the
branches away from the trees he cut so it would be easier for the horse to
haul the logs away and down the hillside.
His landing was unique because it was built from logs to accommodate him
when he was loading either logs, or pulpwood, on to his truck so he didn’t
have to work so hard. He had a ramp built and when he drove his truck up
beside it, the truck bed was below the ramp and he would roll his logs off the
end of the ramp on to the truck. When the load was even with the ramp, he
had a good size load of logs (12 to 15 logs) on he would chain them all down
tight and we would be off to Uncle Elmer’s mill or Saint Francis to the rail
yard, depending on what he had for a load.
When he loaded pulpwood, his cords of wood were even with the bed of the
truck and he would stack the outside row first and then the yard side of the
truck bed last. He could get about 4 really good cords on a truckload and,
again, we would be off to the rail yard in Saint Francis.
I really loved Uncle Norman. He was a soft-spoken man who was as strong
as a bear and his nickname was “Joe Beef’ because he was that strong.. I
worked with him several times and, once up at the head of the field past my
grandfather’s place, we cut pulpwood. On one occasion, his chainsaw kicked
back on him and made a pretty good cut on his leg. It amazed me that he
only tied it off with one of his handkerchiefs and kept on working. It was as
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though it hadn’t happened and we worked there all day and cut 3 cord of
wood and loaded the truck just from the old logging trail.
The summer before he died, we went to Fall Brook Lake (the small one) and
we took a tractor, a chain saw, and a trailer to carry the canoe on. We drove
as far as we could. We could see the lake from there and, before you could
blink an eye, we had a trail cut down to the lake and he drove his tractor and
trailer right down to the edge of the lake.
We put in at that point and I paddled the canoe up and down the lake and
Uncle Norman fly fished from the canoe. He caught 30 of the most beautiful
trout you ever laid your eyes on. I enjoyed myself so because I was doing
something with one of my uncles and it didn’t matter which one it was. I
loved them all dearly and any time I could spend time with them was quality
time for me. That is a lasting memory for me because that would be the last
time I saw him. In the fall of that year (1961) my Uncle Norman left us and
went to the ages due to a hunting accident. I will always remember him as a
gentle bear heart as big as the world and I never knew him to be any other
way. Joe Beef was a man to be loved.
Jeffrey has written several letters to me and I have selected certain passages
for his entry into this book. I have been impressed by his writing so I am
trying to urge Jeffrey to do a book on his own. He has a way with words and
many stories to tell

THE LITTLE WHITE MOTH
JEFFREY “COOKIE McBREAIRTY
(Son of Lloyd and Lillian McBreairty McBreairty)
Most Irish families have a story such as “The Little
White Moth” in their family collection. I had a
dream that seemed to warn me of my beloved
brother’s death.
re following story by Jeffery represents the thoughts
and feelings of many of us who have lost loved ones in the past.
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Hi Everyone,
Well, here I am at the computer writing to all of you and letting you know
that Joseph - “Clem” - is here with me visiting this morning.
You all wonder how that can happen, well, do you remember the little solid
white moth that came out of nowhere shortly after Joseph passed away and
flew by us in his kitchen and landed on the curtain and laid its wings down
flat and stayed the longest time?
And do you remember the little solid white moth that came out of nowhere
in the church and landed on my wife’s head and laid its wings down flat and
stayed there until the whole church service was over with?
Well, the little solid white moth came out of nowhere all of a sudden this
morning and landed right on front of my computer and laid its wings down
flat and stayed there for about 10 minutes as if to say “Hi Cook”, I just came
by to say “hi” for a few minutes.
This little white moth is so pure and white and if you ever believed that there
is a God that sends messages to people, well believe this one.
I miss Joseph a great deal and I miss mom and dad as well. There isn’t a
single day that goes by that I don’t think about one or all of them.
Well, dear brothers and sisters, I will let you go for now and I hope that you
all enjoy your day and you all know how very much I love you all.
God blessed me when He gave me you and I will always feel that way. I am
a blessed man and one day I will be able to thank God in person for all the
greatness He has given me in my life.
With all my love from my heart.
Brother Cookie
Faye,
Joseph passed away on June 1st, 1999 and was buried on June 3ld. This year
when the white moth landed on my computer, it was June 3rd. The moth
disappeared just as mysteriously as it appeared all 3 times and it is surely a
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message from God and His Son Jesus. I believe in them both with all my
heart.

McBr e a ir t y
(Son of Elmer and Phyllis Kelly McBreairty)
woody

I was thinking of your e-mail as I drove along the heavy LA traffic today
and I think that my memories of living in the Allagash are mostly of the
river. There was one “swimming hole” nearby where everyone went and it is
amazing, today, to think of how many kids and adults would gather there at
one time.
The kids of Nelson Hughes, John Walker, Herman and Rex McBreairty,
Maynard Pelletier, Roger Simon and I’m sure some I have missed. We
could go down there sometimes two, and three times a day. You could hear
the yelling and splashing for miles, I’m sure.
Most people, otherwise, went up to “The Float” which was “down by the
flat” further up the river. Lingo, I’m sure most “other” people wouldn’t
understand.
And funny enough, the spot where we went fishing was right near where we
used to swim. I would go fishing every night in the summer. I never once
caught a fish other than a rare “chub”, but I still kept going night after night.
Something about being near the river, the peace and quiet, and the call of
nature, I think was part of our consciousness. And I was always digging
worms for the next day’s fishing. I always told myself that some day I’d
have me a brand new fishing rod but I never did.
I remember one time me and Lester Walker and
Gregory Hughes were out on the river in a canoe.
They tipped the canoe on my side till I fell in the
water. I took my revenge by turning the canoe over
and dumping them both in the river. We laughed
about it later, I think for years, but we were all a little
riled about it at the time.
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I have been back on the river twice in the last 40 years, or so. Once with
Stan and Mike. In fact I think you and your husband were there when we
started our trip down river.*
The other was with Rollie Connors and we went up the river to Glacier Lake
with his dog, Spook, sitting in the middle of the canoe. This dog was more
excited than I was about taking a canoe trip which only added to the
enjoyment of it all.
I now have a little piece of land in Allagash by the river and some day I hope
to spend some time there every year. I am sure the river will bring back even
more memories but one day I’d like to make some new ones by spending
more time with the river.
*Lee and Faye Hafford were working for the Allagash Wilderness
Waterway and living at the Michaud Farm ranger station when Woody made
his trip down river.

LUCY METZLER
(The McBrierty from Texas)
Although Allagash isn’t our home
town, my husband, John and I felt
very at home in the short time we
visited for the McBreairty reunion
in July of 2004.
Everyone we met was so warm,
friendly, and intelligent. I couldn’t
get over the number of books
which had been written by people
in and from Allagash about the area! Your museum is wonderful and
impressive. You treasure what you have and what you have had.
The country is beautiful. Hearing the French language spoken near the area
adds to the ambience.
John and I hope to return!

Lucy McBrierty Metzler (the McB. from Texas)

SADIE NASHWINTER
(Daughter of Elmer and Phyllis Kelly McBreairty)
God really blessed me with a most beautiful childhood, 4 sisters, one
brother, and most loving and caring parents. I have so many “Precious
memories” and feel very fortunate that I grew up in Allagash, which will
always be “HOME” to me.
The smell of Mother’s delicious meals, (twice a day), and the sound of
Daddy’s sawmill, (we always knew when he was done for the day).Mother
playing her guitar, (she played so beautifully, and really knew how to
“PICK”), Daddy singing his “HANK WILLIAMS” tunes, which he sang so
perfectly!! The airplane that he and Uncle Guy owned, (he would never take
us for a ride, but would allow Walter Henderson and or Herbie Nobles to
take us anytime). Picking berries with Grammie Kelly, walking with her to
visit Aunt Mandy. Peeking around to look at Uncle Johnie’s moustache.
Being outside till midnight catching “fireflies” with approx....25 1st cousins.
Standing on the running board of Uncle Norman’s truck, catching a ride to
Uncle Guy’s store, (uncle always held his arm around us so nice and tight)
how we loved him.. .Daddy losing 3 fingers about the same time that Uncle
Henry went to heaven, (what a sad time that was). Going home has always
given me the most peaceful, secure feeling, I really feel like I BELONG!!!!!
Home is my 3 beautiful sisters!!! Thank you, Mama and Daddy, for raising
us to love and care for each other. Oh, can I mention.....Aunt Theresa’s
molasses cookies, and............our dog “FLIPPER”.
Thank you Daddy and Mama for your loving care, and leaving us such
precious memories, of a place we will always call HOME.
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VERONA MILLS WALTER NELSON
(Daughter of Charlie and Deneige Mills)
I was born on December 30th, 1929 to Charles H. Mills and Deneige
Jandreau Mills at Saint Francis. My mother died when I was 11/2 years old.
After that I spent some time with my Grandmother Mills and then lived with
my Aunt Gladys in the Allagash. I vaguely remember that Faye Hafford was
my good fairy, taking care of me when Grammy Mills was trying to make
me mind. I also remember the house in the Allagash where Aunt Gladys and
Uncle Tom lived. When I became too much for Aunt Gladys to handle, I
went to live with my mother's sister, Aunt Ella, in Saint Francis. I do
remember going up to the Allagash from there. I was scared to death of the
Narrow Gauge. I was sure we would drop off into the valley below.
At that time there was no bridge on the river. A ferry would take us across. I
also remember sliding down the hill in front of the Gardner house and Uncle
Tom telling us tall tales around the camp fire. I also have very early
memories of Belle, Bea, Clara and Faye and all the boys that Aunt Gladys
had living at her house; both the Gardners and the O'Learys.
One time Uncle Tom brought home a Model T Ford. He
had left it in gear and when he went out to start it, he
turned the crank and the Ford ran over him. He got up and
the Ford hit a tree, started back, and ran over him again.
He went inside, got his gun and shot the Model T. He
said," There! That will teach you to run over me!"
I can remember there was lots of lumbering back in those days; lots of big
trucks hauling huge loads of logs to the river where they were unloaded. The
river would take them down to the lumber yards. Many times in the spring
there would be log jams which at that time caused floods in the Saint Francis
area.
Those were the good old days? However, when I think of Aunt Gladys, she
taught school, probably had all classes. She had a huge family and a large
house to take care of. I think of the washing, ironing, cooking and lack of
conveniences. Holy cow! How did she do it? Aunt Gladys, my hat is off to
you! It is my prayer that you know this. I also thank you for telling me about
my mother. You were also an angel of the woods along with Grammy Mills.
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MY MEMORIES OF ALLAGASH
ANNIE KELLY O’LEARY
(Daughter of George and Myrtle McBreairty Kelly)
My memories of Allagash as a child and teenager were all good. Walking to
school on the crust those cold crispy mornings—my best friend in school
was Albertine Walker. I remember we had a teacher who would stop and
have coffee with Mom while we walked to school.
We were outdoors playing all the time. In the summer time it was playing
ball or swimming in the Saint John River. There was always a gang. In the
winter, we would go sledding. We slid on cardboard or anything that would
go down the hill.
We never had a TV or telephone. We did have a radio. Dad always had to
listen to “The Lone Ranger”. I always thought that because we could hear
them, they could hear us.
Dad was a hard worker, making a living in the woods. We would move to
the woods camps in late fall and move back to the settlement in early spring.
I remember Mom putting me in an apple box on a sled with blankets and
Uncle Charlie’s dog would take me for a ride in the woods. It was fun.
We would go to Saint Francis on Lull Pelletier’s bus with Dad to the movies.
Mom was always a great cook and mother. She always had cookies,
doughnuts and bread and all those goodies on hand.
She was a hard worker and wonderful mom. She
and Lull used to joke about her being the
Allagash taxi and taking away his fares from the
bus.
I remember the moonlight walks in the winter across the ice to Grammie’s
house. Dad was the ferry operator once in awhile and I wanted to go across
and get Vin Jackson. After some time, dad agreed. While I was winding up
the wheel to set the boat, my hand slipped and I was hit in the head by the
wheel. Ouch! In the spring when the ice was breaking up, Maynard and
others would come over and stay at our house to go to school. Our home was
always open to help others. We attended the Allagash Baptist Church. Rev.
Hughey, and other ministers, held (with God’s hand) the church together.
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I left the Allagash in 1950 and moved to Saint John where 1 have lived ever
since.

HOMETOWNS
LOIS O’LEARY
(Daughter of Hubert and Louise Henderson Gardner)
“Write something about the Allagash”...that’s all Randi said except, ’’Morn
said to,” so I guess I had better. I’ve been reminded by Randi a couple of
times to get it done.. .that tells me that Laye has told Randi to remind me
because Randi wouldn’t remember to on her own.
Maybe this is the angle I should take, the people of Allagash.. .how are they
unique, note I didn’t say ‘different’? Yeah, they’re unique. They are
probably the wittiest group of people in the world. The bantering that goes
on constantly keeps them sharp for the strangers that blunder into town with
bug spray, caps with nets, and maps in the summer and with guns, face paint
and licenses for hunting in the fall. Strangers are treated well. All their
questions, and they have an endless amount of them, get answered.. .maybe
not correctly, or truthfully, but enough to satisfy and make a good story
later.
Story teller.. .that’s another unique thing about the people of Allagash. They
can tell a story.. .no one has been able to make me laugh the way the people
from home can, and the funny part is, they make a funny story about almost
anything.. .knowing how to cut away all the foolishness and comment on the
obvious. If it is obvious, they’ll point it out. I remember a man from town
helping some canoeists load up their camping gear and canoes. After the
canoes were loaded, they started filling the back of the pick-up with gear one
man hit his head at least three times on the end of the canoe sticking out over
the end of the pick-up. Linally, rubbing his head, he looked at Clarence
O’Leary and said, “Haven’t you ever hit your head, Clarence?”
“Sure,” Clarence, “but only once.”
I miss that kind of humor... I miss Clarence. In fact I miss a lot of people
from home. Three classmates have died...good friends from the class ahead

59

of me have died and I have lost nearly all of my immediate family. So why
go back? I had to think about that for awhile.
I love the river but the river here is beautiful.. .the leaves in the fall are pretty
but no prettier than they are here.. .in fact the bugs are so bad in the summer
up there that you’d be nuts to go in June.. .it’s so cold that only crazy people
would go in December.. .so why go?
It’s a feeling, a feeling I can only get when I go to the Allagash. The feeling
of being home.. .even if things change a little, even if I don’t know the
younger people, even if there is no longer a school, even if the stores are
gone, even if it makes me lonesome.. .it’s still home. I can stand on the bank
of the river and remember standing there with my grandmother.. .1 can drive
through town and point out where everyone I used to know lived, I can point
out the damage done by the ice in different years, and I can remember. I can
remember.. ..And I do remember Allagash.
NOTE: Lois is the daughter of Hubert and Louise (Henderson) Gardner. She
and her husband, Robert O’Leary, live in Hampden, Maine. She teaches
school in Bangor. Bob teaches in Hampden.

MY HOMETOWN
ROBERT O’LEARY JR.
(Son of Robert, Sr. and Albertine Pelletier O’Leary)
How do I write this? That question has been mulling over in my mind since I
was given this assignment by Aunt Faye via Randi. Should it be humorous,
sentimental, remorseful, or philosophical? What do you write about? The
town, the people, the river, the region, the family, the humor, or the work,
are all topics that could be covered either together or separately.
As I sit writing this today, I’m still not sure. Do I miss Allagash? I
get asked that often. The answer is always yes and no. I miss
raising a family of boys there. I miss the Allagash of 25 years
ago before death and life events overtook us. I miss my
youth and I especially miss my friends that have gone on. I
miss quiet evenings along the river and especially
sunrises. I miss seeing trout rising for a fly and I miss the
banter that goes on between good friends. I miss guiding
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and I miss teaching some of the brightest kids I have ever taught. I miss
people waving to one another when they meet on the road and I miss seeing
the ice run in the spring. I miss picking hazelnuts and I miss cutting my own
firewood. I miss going through the path to Bobby’s and I miss picking
fiddleheads. I miss hot dog roasts at Two Brooks and I miss special events at
the gym. There are numerous reasons to miss your birth home and all of
them will forever be cherished memories. Do I miss Allagash? You bet I do!
There are things that I don’t miss however. I don’t miss the rivalry between
sections of town. I don’t miss small town gossip. I don’t miss jealousy and I
don’t miss black flies. I don’t miss deep snow and bitter cold. I don’t miss
seeing people move away from lack of work. I don’t miss seeing friends and
family age. I don’t miss people getting sick and I don’t miss day long rides
to get groceries or supplies. I don’t miss vehicles not starting and I don’t
miss wearing long johns. I don’t miss not getting the paper until 3 in the
afternoon and I don’t miss drawing unemployment in the spring.
I’ve done a lot of thinking these past few weeks since I was asked to do this.
What was it that drew my father and others back to the area after working
away most of their lives? What was it? It certainly isn’t easier to live there
than from where they came. It isn’t more convenient and it isn’t more
economical. Why did they do it? Could it be a search for roots that is
engrained in all of us? Could it be the need to be surrounded by things that
are comfortable in our declining age and health? Could it be the need to be
accepted for who you are? Could it be that in a changing, fast-paced hectic
lifestyle, we all need to sit back and relax and enjoy our last days taking
comfort in the fact that there will always be an Allagash? The river will
always flow and our descendants, caught up in life today, will one day be in
our shoes and the shoes of those who have gone ahead of us. Will they, too,
come to the realization that all that matters in life is health, family, friends,
history and a sense of belonging forever joined by a unique little out of the
way corner of the world?
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ALMA KELLY OLINE
(Daughter of Leonard and Doris Hughes McBreairty)
Dear Faye,
Thank you so much for all your work on the library for Allagash. I first
began reading books when the bookmobile would visit our school, and we
could go on and select books to read until it came again!
When I think ‘way back to my years in Allagash, I guess that I would think
of the years in school with you, Clara, and Bell as our teachers. Then, there
was high school and basketball. I still love the sport and enjoy watching
basketball games.. .especially when my son played in Jr. High and High
School! High school also reminds me of our teachers, and the good basics
we were taught, especially in English!
Allagash also reminds me of the Aroostook Bible Camp, and the many
summers we attended camp. It was always a highlight of our summer. I am
thankful for the Hugheys and their concern that they had for young people.
It was so interesting to meet many people who came to teach the classes, be
our counselors, and be camp speaker! I am thankful for our home and
church where the lessons we learned at camp were re-enforced in the things
taught us in both places.
Allagash holds many fond memories, and I am thankful for the people of the
town who watched us grow up, prayed for us, and who always welcomed us
back each time we visited. That was something that I always appreciated.
Thank you!

MY MEMORIES OF LIVING IN ALLAGASH, MAINE 1940-1963
CAROL “PUSS” PELLETIER
(Daughter of Lawrence “Lull” and Belle Connors Pelletier)
I often think of my childhood, growing up in Allagash, Maine. I wish that
every child in the world could have the happy memories of growing up in a
place like Allagash. In the spring, just after the ice would run out of the
bogan, we would all line the banks and fish. We would have a bon fire to
keep warm. Then the summer days were so long and beautiful, life was so
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carefree and not a worry in the
world. We would go down the
Ferry Hill to the Allagash River,
early in the morning and play and
swim in the river all day. We
would run home for lunch at
noon, wait one hour and go back
till suppertime.
Playing Cowboy and Bad Guys
was another great pass time. Sometimes we were Lone Ranger, Hop-ALong Cassidy, Gene Autrey, Roy Rodgers, or Durango Kid. We would have
bags of rocks for our gold and we would have a place for our jail when we
would catch the bank robbers. Our place to play was the Knoll behind our
house. It was quite a little mountain with trails all around it; large spruce
and fir trees that we would climb in.
Haying time was always fun; we would go over on Gardner Island with
Dave Jackson and family to cut the hay. We didn’t do much work but had a
grand time swimming and having a picnic. Dave would make homemade
biscuits in a little oven he would set in front of the fireplace. The food all
tasted so good, all being cooked on the open fire.
As we got a little older we would get a few kids together and go on a hot dog
roast.
We would go camping, up the river in a canoe to the Allagash Falls, Big
Brook Deadwater, Hosea B Camp, Long Lake Dam, and Ramsey Ledge
Camp Site.
In the winter, sledding and ice-skating were our favorite sports. We used to
skate on the bogan, when it would first freeze over and then sometimes we
would all get together and shovel a rink on the Allagash River. Father
would make us a skating rink between the store and our house. He would
even string lights across the rink so we could skate at night. There was
always a big old wood stove in the store and we could run in and get warm
when it was real cold.
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We had favorite sled trails where we would slide on a Speedway handsled,
toboggan, or on a piece of cardboard. If we could get a piece of old linoleum
that was the best, because it would go real fast.
Going to school was another great experience. I attended a one-room
schoolhouse, with grades from primary to eighth grade, in the same room
and only one teacher for all nine grades. Dear Mrs. Gladys Gardner, how
often I think of her. Some years she would have over fifty students in that
one room. No Ed Tech’s or any other helper. She would ring the hand bell
at 8:30 and we would all run inside. We would say the Lord’s Prayer,
Pledge Allegiance to the Flag, then she would read us a chapter out of the
Bible. Then we would sing a song.
Each class would have their turn to go up front to the chalkboard and sit in
chairs to have their class time. She would explain and write on the board
what we were to do for our next class. Each student would have a time to
read and ask questions. She would excuse us to go to our seats and call for
the next grade to go up front for their class time. We would do our work she
gave us to do. Then we could draw or study till our next class.
Christmas time we would draw names for a Christmas gift, have a
Christmas Program, with everyone having a poem to recite and sing all the
old Christmas songs. We would make many of the ornaments that would
decorate our tree. Our favorite Christmas Carols were: Away in a Manager,
It Came Upon a Mid Night Clear, Up on the House Top; Jingle Bells, and
many more.
The school was heated with a big black iron heater stove in the front of the
class room that burned wood. The janitor would start the stove in the
morning and Mrs. Gardner and the older boys would keep it burning the rest
of the day. We had no electricity or running water. We would get a pail of
water from the neighbors’ hand pump across the road. The toilet was an old
outhouse on the back of the building; one for the girls and one for the boys.
The boys would pile wood in the wood shed that was built on to the
building. We never felt deprived in anyway, because this was our way of
life that we always knew.
In 1953 this all changed, we got a new school, with running water,
electricity, and indoor plumbing.
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Now all the small one room school house children were bused to Allagash
Consolidated School. What a change and how proud we were, each class
had their own room and teacher! Our days were happy and we were never
bored, always something to do.
We had a two year high school in Allagash in the same school building.
When we were in our third year we transferred to Ft. Kent Community High
School in Ft. Kent. We had a 60 mile a day ride but it never bothered us. It
was fun meeting all the new kids to be friends with. 2007 will be my 50th
Class Reunion from High School and I am really looking forward to seeing
everyone.
We used to come to St. Francis to the movie hall on the bus. We could come
with twenty five cents, pay our way in and have a treat of popcorn and soda.
We had no televisions until I was seventeen. What a change for the kids
today! Cell phones, computers and all the other inventions that we knew
nothing about.
As I look back, I am so happy to have lived those younger years in Allagash,
Maine. The people and place will always be a very special place in my
heart. Thank you, Faye, for everything you have given to all of us through
your writings, teaching, and work with the Allagash Library.

CATHIE PELLETIER
(Daughter of Louis, Sr. and Ethel O’Leary Pelletier)
When the memories come, they come like the river itself. They come
rushing and sweeping, carrying along old dreams in their wake. They come
like the seasons, those four trusted friends.
Summers. Tiny sweet strawberries. Plump blackberries. Burgundy
raspberries. Hazelnuts. Big gardens full of peas and cucumbers and
tomatoes, all things Mama could can and put up in Mason jars for winter.
Sometimes we'd wake to see a moose standing in the garden, looking for
something fresh and green to eat. I remember fireflies in the evening, so
many and so bright they were small undulating ribbons atop the hay. But
Daddy told me once that when he was a boy, there were so many fireflies on
summer nights, back before pesticides and pole lights and progress, that it
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seemed as if the flats by the river were on fire. "When we were boys,"
Daddy said, "we'd run downhill to the bogan just to see the great blue herons
scatter and fly up, dozens of them at a time."
You can't beat the smell of a clean river, or the wash left to dry on a
clothesline near one. Mama used to bring her towels and sheets in off the
line, before a summer rain hit us, and she'd hold them to my face and say,
"Can you smell the river? Now doesn't that smell nice?"
Summers meant swimming in that river, even in those dangerous "Dog
Days," when Sirius rose and set with the yellow sun. The river was our
constant companion. It ran like a blue dream just beyond our back door and
our back bedroom windows. Hot summer nights, we'd hear it rattling like
the June bugs on our screens. But mostly, we never heard it at all, just as we
don't hear our own hearts beat. Visitors to the house would say, "Did it rain
hard last night?" and we'd smile and tell them, "That's the river. But we
don't hear it anymore." We felt a pride in this. It meant we knew the river,
we knew the land, for we lived in its heart just as it lived in ours.
The bad part of summer was all the bugs and the flies. Horseflies.
Blackflies. Mosquitoes. No-See-Ums that we called Midgets, but are really
midges. When we sat out on the porch in the early evenings, we made
"smokes" to shoo off blackflies. That's when you get a pail and set wood
and twigs afire and then, when it's burning good, you cover it with green
grass to make it smoke. Try doing that in a city.
I remember sitting and pasting S&H green stamps into Mama's stamp books,
knowing she would soon have enough to get us something we needed, like a
toaster. I loved the big stamp, the 50, since only one was needed per page.
The 5s, 10s and 20s were nice, but the 50s were like that prized red cherry in
a can of fruit cocktail. Often, I ended up with sheets of singles and had to
lick and paste fifty stamps to a page before I could turn it. My fingers and
tongue would be green by the time I was finished.
It was exciting when Mama would say, "I need some buttons. Can you walk
up to Nellie's for her button can?" This was almost as much fun as when
Mama would say, "I'm opening my new box of Tide. What color do you
think the free dish towel is this time?" Nellie Hafford's house was just up
the road, and it meant I could carry Nellie's button can back home. I'd shake
it just to hear the happy cries of the buttons inside. Once, I accidentally
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dropped the can on the tarred road. Its lid shot off and a zillion buttons
scattered all over the place, like colored bugs. I had to pick up buttons
between the occasional pulp truck and passing car. Grammie Pelletier had a
button can, too. I wish button cans still existed. I often wondered where the
fancy ones came from, those buttons that were made of glass or had shiny
bits embedded in them.
I remember cutting hay one week for Daddy, food for the horses, the
summer I was nine years old. All the men were working in the woods and
he couldn't find anyone to cut it, so he asked me if I thought I could manage
by myself. A tomboy, I ran both the tractor and the old-fashioned mower
behind, having to stop the tractor at the end of each row in order to raise or
lower the blade. The last field, come nightfall, Daddy helped me finish. I
remember seeing his silhouette as he sat on the tractor in front of me,
outlined by a large, late-summer moon. I remember watching the last blades
of hay as they fell away behind us, like the years that have passed since that
night. Haying in the back field, with the light of the tractor and the moon. I
may never feel as alive again as I did on that orange-moon night, helping my
father cut hay.
When you grow up in the heart of the country, before all those pole lights
and porch lights, you understand what darkness really means. When there is
no moon or stars, you can't see your hand in front of your face. You walk
slowly. You hear the animals, the wind, the crack of a twig beneath pine, a
cricket's song. You listen to the night as it speaks to you. If you listen with
your heart, you can hear the earth breathing.
Autumns. I remember cutting alders and attaching them at the top to form a
point, and then using goldenrods to weave in and out of the trees until I had
a perfect tee-pee. I remember boiling tea in an empty lard pail on the back
ridge, that place where the maples run to pure scarlet and oak leaves are
russet-brown. This was when I'd go with Daddy into the woods. Tea could
never taste that good if you boiled it on the stove.
Mostly, when I think of autumns, I remember those potato harvests.
Remember, as a kid, how exciting the first day was? This meant you got to
select a potato basket out of a mountain of new ones. And you got assigned
a ticket number and were given a pack of sleek red tickets. It was all so
bright and promising. But after a week of getting up at dawn in the cold and
picking potatoes until our backs broke, the romance was over. The next two
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or three weeks were just plain hard work. The baskets were brown and
muddy and the tickets so fat and worn at the edges they were difficult to
stick onto barrels. But waking pre-dawn and hearing a heavy rain on the tin
roof of the cook shack was heaven! How could it get any better if a good
poker game started up on a rainy harvest day?
And then, when the harvest was over, coming back to Allagash with money
in our pockets, following that blue river back home, was the best emotion in
the world. These are highs I'll never feel again. The house would open its
eyes once more and welcome us in. And Mama would throw open doors
and windows to air out the place before she'd begin baking something good
to eat. And we'd have green money to buy new clothes for school. One fall,
I bought my first bicycle with money I earned myself. It was bright blue and
cost $34.95. I felt as if I was made of liquid when I rode it, wind streaming
through my hair. What freedom that was, to feel the earth falling away
beneath my tires.
I remember the November day John Kennedy was shot, of standing near the
old register at school, pairs of wet mittens smoldering on top of it, and
having our teacher, Mrs. Clara McBreairty, step into the room, her face
tense, her voice shaky. "Something has happened today that will change
history," she said. "President Kennedy has been shot and killed." I'll never,
ever forget that day, or how my heart hurt inside my chest. We went to a
funeral as a country, glued to our black-and-white television sets for days.
Our parents had listened, gathered around radio sets, to FDR's funeral. But
this was a first for the generations who followed them.
I remember Halloweens with haunting moons caught in the branches of
spooky trees, and ghosts and goblins gathered at the graveyard gates, waiting
for us to walk past. One Halloween that I remember clearly (I believe it was
in 1964) we were trick-or-treating with thick snow up to our knees. At
school, we'd talk about that night for days, and when it arrived, we'd fill old
pillow cases with the candy we were given. No one was ever afraid that
someone might give us something to hurt us. The world today has turned
scary, but it wasn't back then. It was a safe place, and all you had to fear on
Halloween nights was the headless lumberjack whose soul could never rest
until he found his head again. You feared the wind in that clutch of spruce
trees before you got to the safety of more houses. You feared not getting
enough candy.
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Before the first snowfall of the year, Daddy would back a big truck of
hardwood blocks up to the cellar window above the house. He and my
brothers would chop the blocks into firewood and it would be thrown
through the cellar window and piled down there until tiers of it lined the
walls. You could smell snow on the morning air. It was such an exciting
time because it meant we were getting ready for winter. We were gearing
up, and we were hunkering down. A child could sense from the adult world
just how important this was. And when that winter wind came up from the
river, she came with a true vengeance. S ol always felt safe at moments like
that, when the wood was being put up for winter. I knew someone was
looking out for me. Daddy and Mama. They were keeping us safe from
winter.
Winters. Remember big snowfalls, the sky so thick and heavy with flakes
that all you see are white, swirling moths, winging themselves downward?
Snow can talk. On those coldest days of the year, it says "crunch," and
"snap," and even "munch," as your boots eat it up. Other days it speaks with
muted words, especially those warmer winter days when it's new and soft
and a foot deep. Then it whispers to you with words like "swish" and
"hush." There was so much snow that it would reach to our bedroom
windows on the second floor. I remember sliding by the winter moon, our
happy voices echoing out across the dark river. I can still hear the metallic
sounds of skates on the bogan's ice, next to a pile of burning tires and wood
slabs, as we skated our hearts out. The stars were so thick and shiny you
could touch them if you stood on your tiptoes. Some Sunday mornings,
Daddy would shout up the stairs, "There's crust!" This was a wonderful
time, for it meant rain had frozen the top of the snow so that it was like a
glass road. We could walk across fields and hills-sometimes glissade-atop
four feet of snow.
Winters were long and white, with icicles so thick at their source they were a
foot wide and sometimes six feet long. Newer houses, with good insulation,
have now lost the art of making icicles. Nowadays, kids don't really know
what icicles are, not the big ones. And they've never seen what Jack Frost
can do to a windowpane, all those magnificent white ferns and spirals like
lacy tumbleweeds. Does a modern kid still push the tip of his tongue on a
frozen windowpane, letting it stick firm? The trick is not to panic, just
breathe warm breath so the frost will melt and your tongue will go free.
Otherwise, you'll lose the skin on the tip and you must remember how much
that hurts.
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I always liked the smell of all that wood piled in tall rows in the basement.
And wood chips all over the ground floor. And the feel of a real wood fire
sending its heat up through the registers, up through the veins of the house.
A hardwood heat is the kind of dry heat that goes straight to the marrow of
your bones. And an old-fashioned register is the best place in the world to
dry wet mittens coated with jangling beads of snow. But getting out of bed
was always tough on winter mornings. Every country kid remembers how
cold that morning floor felt to warm feet.
Mama made the house sing for any holiday, decorations and good things to
eat. My earliest memory of Christmas Eve is of me sitting on the kitchen
table as she made my ringlets. She was telling me that if I didn't go to bed,
Santa couldn't come visit. "Maybe he's close," Mama said. "Let's see." She
opened the back door and by God, I remember to this day the clear and crisp
sound of sleigh bells on the cold night air! I scrambled down from the table
and ran as fast as I could for bed. Sleigh bells so close and so pure! Years
later I was told that Mama had my brother take the garlows we had hanging
in the basement, bells that came from a horse harness, and sneak around the
house to ring them. How can you put a price on a memory like that? You
can't. I can still hear the sound of those bells as I write.
And where do you order toast that is made on the top of a crackling wood
stove, on a cold winter morning, as Grammie and Grampie used to do? Do
you go to Ebay.com? Maybe L. L. Bean? Would Martha Stewart know? I
miss the taste of childhood.
Another Christmas Eve when I was older, Mama had the whole house on
fire with decorations, and the smells of good things to eat. She was getting
the stuffing ready for the next day's turkey when we noticed a small flying
squirrel at our back window. It had made its home in the old birch and now
it had come asking for food. Mama and I tossed bread out the back door and
in no time the squirrel had taken it and was gone. Soon we looked and there
was the squirrel at the window again. It was bitter cold that night, the river
and buildings cracking with winter. We gave it more bread and watched this
time as it scurried over the snow and up the tall birch tree. It stored the
bread somewhere and soon was poised near the top, ready to fly back. "Here
it comes!" I said to Mama, just as it jumped out from the tree, spread all four
legs to open its built-in parachute, and then glided all the way down to land
near the porch. It hurried back up to the window and sat, waiting for more
bread. We gave it more and more and watched for an hour as it kept storing
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the bread near the top of the tree, then gliding back to earth for yet more.
"She must be making her stuffing for Christmas dinner," Mama said.
Sometimes, when the memories come, they come even faster than the river.
Spring. This is when the land wakes up. Finally, April would arrive and the
river would break free of its ice and "run." Sheets and cakes twenty feet
wide and just as thick would come thundering along the banks. A
continuous roar. When the river was open again and just swift water, we'd
write our name and address on a piece of paper, roll it up and put it inside an
empty mayonnaise jar. We'd tighten the cap and then hurl the jar out into
the river. Our hope was that someone would find it "downriver" and send us
a letter.
Spring was rebirth after that long bitter winter. Adults would burn the hay
fields while the snow was still at the edge of the woods. What an exciting
time, with dusk coming on and the fields afire with an orange glow. They'd
grow back so green it would hurt your eyes. It was only later that I began
worrying about mice and insects dying in the flames. When I think of
spring, I can hear the sound of icicles dripping and snow melting from the
roof and eaves of the house. I can smell the wild cherry blossoms on the
back ridge. I can hear all those warblers returning to tell us there really was
a world out there, exotic and faraway. I remember slush and mud, until the
earth finally dried itself out enough for a game of baseball before school
ended for the year.
I remember watching Daddy shoe the workhorses. I'd hand him the rasp,
then the shoe, then each nail when he needed it. I remember him going for
Easter water, before the sun came up and from a running stream or river.
For some of us, childhood was a safe place to grow and learn and play.
Sadly, it wasn't this way for all children. But I would go back, deep into the
coils of the past, with Mama in the kitchen making donuts and biscuits and
baked bread. I would go back to hearing Daddy playing his guitar
downstairs on Sunday mornings, and singing "The Ballad of Will Rogers
and Wiley Post," or "Come All You Texas Cowboys," or "Knoxville Girl." I
would go back because the future was still a dream. I would go back
because life is like that same old river, it rolls and rushes and moves, and it
leaves childhood and the good ole days far behind.
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In the basement of our house today there are still jars on the shelf of
fiddleheads, mustard pickles, beets and rhubarb that Mama canned. They
are covered with dust, as if waiting. Memories are like this, too. They get
dusty sometimes, but they still hang on, waiting for someone to come along
and say, "Do you remember the time that old man from Fort Kent drove his
car off the end of the ferry?" And before you know it, the dust is gone and
the past is as shiny as the day it was new.
Memories are the best heirlooms we can pass on, before our own lives
flicker and then wink out.
(Cathie Pelletier's essay is an edited version of one that will appear in a
forthcoming book on writers, by Deborah Joy Corey.)

NORMA PELLETIER POND
(Daughter of Alonzo and Sadie Gardner Pelletier)
Our oldest daughter Cathy and I were talking over tea, and she and I were
recalling stories that my father and mother would relate to us, usually over
the dinner table. Our children love Papa Pelletier’s stories. Cathy told me I
should record my own as well. I lived in 14 different towns in Maine before
we settled in Patten, at the age of fourteen when I entered Patten Academy.
The people, back home in Allagash, will always live in our memories. And
someday our children will pass them on to theirs.
My grandfather and grandmother, Will and Mildred Gardner’s home was the
place I returned to every summer until High School. That was my home.
My grandparents’ homes are gone now. One by fire and one torn down to
be replaced by the Fire House, but when closing my eyes they appear to me
as when I was a child.
Remembering the smell of the earth, the taste of wonderful spring water,
remembering waking up in the morning to the sound of the motors on the
Allagash and the St. John Rivers and the smell of frying salt pork and trout
for breakfast. Looking out the upstairs window and feeling the peacefulness
rising from watching the rivers flow.
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Homes were filled with laughter, music, singing, prayer, love, and
sometimes tears.
Thinking about the strength of the people has given me strength over my
lifetime. Whatever happened, even the tragedies-were mourned, but the
realization that life must be lived and everything goes on and hard working
folk were never “bored” because there wasn’t time. The women worked
hard, but found time to visit. That was a favorite time for me. Gram
Gardner and I would walk to Dickey to visit Aunt Caroline and Phyllis, and
stop at other homes to visit. Next time it might be to Aunt Mandy’s to make
butter and bake cookies or to Pearl Gardner’s to cook and sew, while Sally,
Cindy, and I would explore the old photos in the attic.
When I go back home to Allagash, it’s like taking a Spiritual journey. The
feeling of knowing: home-feeling the spirits of the people, living and dead.
When we leave St. Francis and continue on, the tears start, the old song
taught to me by my grandmother Gardner, “When its Lamp Lighting Time in
the Valley” fills my mind. Closing my eyes I can see the “lamp in the
window”; I know I am home again and on Holy Ground.

LANA PUCKETT
(Granddaughter of Elmer and Phyllis Kelly McBreairty)
My name is Lana Puckett. My Mom, Cora McBreairty,
was from Allagash, Maine. I have four brothers and
our childhood years were growing up in Texas. My
parents divorced when I was 14 and my mom, my
two younger brothers, and I moved to Maine. My two
older
brothers stayed in Texas. I lived with my Mom’s sister,
Aunt Vicki, and Uncle Mike in Allagash because my mom was sick.
When I first saw how small the town was, I cried and I was so lonesome for
my brothers and Mom and Dad. I was very sad and thought God dropped
me off at the end of the earth and why would this happen to me?
I was nervous about going to a new school in Allagash but it made it easier
because my Uncle Mike was the bus driver. Those days I will cherish
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forever because he always had a smile on his face and was so pleasant and
always caring to me. It made it easier to go to school having him for my bus
driver. I will always love him and Aunt Vicki and they hold a special place
in my heart.
I could not believe how delicious the food was at the Allagash School. Also
the teachers were so nice and Mr. Saunders was my special teacher. I think
he could feel my insecurity about being a new student and he made me feel
so welcome and ALWAYS was there for me. I will NEVER forget him.
Basketball was a big thing in Allagash and I remember the girls going to
Bangor to play. Kay McBreairty played and she was so fast. I started
playing basketball and fit right in with the girls. Allagash has had some very
good teams through the years and went to the finals often.
Today I visit Allagash often to see my Mom’s grave. When I drive by the
house Mom grew up in I can picture my Mom as a little girl walking down
the road to the store because she did that often as a little girl. I also realize
God maybe dropped me off at the end of the earth but it is the most beautiful
place in the world to be dropped off and I can thank God for that
NOW........The scenery is beautiful.
When in need almost everyone is there to lend a helping hand. IT IS
AMAZING!! Wym Hafford is like a second dad to me and my brother,
Thomas. He opened his heart and home to me and my brother when we
were young and we love him for that. He is from Allagash. It may sound
surprising to some people but Wym has a very big heart. Many people from
Allagash have very big hearts and I am proud of my Mom’s heritage. It is
God’s country in so many ways. Canoeing, fishing, hunting, and camping.
People come from all over the world to come to Allagash and we should be
so VERY PROUD of our small town.
Barbara McBreairty was my second mom and she went to heaven in August
of 2005. She grew up with my mother and they were the best of friends.
She was from Allagash and now her two daughters are my best friends and
are like sisters to me from Allagash.
So, Allagash holds a very special place in my heart and I feel it is a very
special place to God also. It is a piece of heaven on earth and in times of our
lives we feel God is not there, that is when He is doing the most for us but
we just don’t see that till later. So, GOD, I THANK YOU NOW for
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Allagash and for my precious mother who, without her, I never would have
known of Allagash, Maine and the people that I truly love from there.

McBr e a ir t y Ra y m o n d
(Daughter of Henry and Elizabeth Hughes McBreairty)
beverly

Hi Faye! I don’t know if this will help because I am not very good at
remembering dates and also a lot of things, but I’ll do my best.
There wasn’t too much to do in Allagash so we made our own fun. We used
to slide in the winter on the hill near Uncle Tom’s. I remember Donald made
a big toboggan sled and there was eight, or ten, of us on it. One of us fell off
and the sled ran over him.
We used to go to John Walkers. He had a swing in his shed. Mama would let
Judy and me go for half an hour. If we were not back in a half an hour, she
came after us with a switch. Ouch!
I remember when Kathy cut her hand and we took her to Fort Kent to the
doctor. Judy and I were both in the waiting room and we were so scared
because Kathy was screaming while the doctor sewed it up. We thought he
was killing her. I think she was four years old.
We used to love going to Fort Kent in Daddy’s truck, Mama never let us ride
in back. She was afraid we’d fall off. I remember when polio came up there.
Mama was terrified. One of Francis McBreairty’s kids had it. I remember
Cola coming down the road and into the house. Mama started yelling at her
to leave, scaring her half to death.
Things were tough. We always had a garden as did everyone. I
also remember Gerald’s grocery truck coming up once a
week. We also used to pick up bottles and take them to
Guy’s store for penny candy. I remember Dad working in
Elmer’s mill. I remember when Dad died in ’57, or
’58. That was a terrible time. We waked him at home
and I cried all the time he was there and never left his side. Mama
kept him a day longer waiting for Clarence to come home from Korea.
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After that we moved to Fort Kent in the winter and then back to Allagash in
summer until the house burned down.
Many things happened up there. I remember when Uncle Elmer cut off his
thumb and two fingers in the mill and when the hobo came .He came and sat
down on our front step and Mama threatened to set the dog on him. Rusty
was old and wouldn’t hurt a fly. Don’t know what happened to him. I think
he hitched-hiked back to Portland.
I remember when Wade died in the fire. That was an awful thing. I don’t
remember Henry Jr. or Hilda very much in Allagash, because they mostly
were in school for the deaf in Portland.
I remember when the electricity came. We had a fluorescent light in the
kitchen and a socket in the ceiling in the dining room and living room to
screw a bulb in. We had a pot-bellied stove in the living room and a register
in the ceiling so that the heat would go upstairs. It was always cold in the
winter. I remember the outhouse!!
When we lived in Fort Kent I met Roger. I was 13 and he was 16. At age 17
and 19 we got married. (Two crazy kids) We moved to Connecticut in 1960.
Roger Paul, our oldest (Now 41) was born in Bristol and Randy (now 38)
was born in New Britain. We moved to Cape Cod, Mass, in 1970 and then
back home, finally, in Nov. ’03.
I know many more things happened but I don’t remember all of them. I sure
hope this will help you some. Roger and I will be married 47 years in
October.

DEBORAH ROBINSON
(Daughter of Percy and Doris McBreairty Jackson)
Going Home.........
I remember leaving Allagash when I was about 5 years old with my mom,
Doris, and dad, Percy, and all my brothers and sisters. I am 58 years old
now and I still enjoy going back to those days. My going back to Allagash
on visits, the place where I spent the first five years of my life, is taking me
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back to those days when this was my home. You would think that we could
not remember things at 5 years old but those memories stay with us for a
lifetime. I am reminded of how simple life was compared to what life is
now.
I have 4 children - 3 sons and a daughter and also have 3 granddaughters
and a grandson. I take my family back as much as time allows, I want them
to experience what life was and is in Allagash. I want them to see part of
my heritage. I want them to be able to visit Allagash and experience some
of those memories that I have had. I remember as a child going to the Head
of the Rapids, where my grandparents lived, waking up snuggled under all
the hand made quilts piled on top of a feather bed with the smell of wood
burning in the wood stove. My grandmother making “flapjacks” on top of
the ole cook stove, a pot of brown beans heating up for breakfast with
homemade bread and the smell of coffee brewing-watching the coffee
bubble to the top of the pot. Or visiting all the relatives, when stopping by
they would put the coffee pot on and/or brew up a pot of tea. The adults
would sit down with some homemade bread and/or some molasses cookies
and catch up on the latest gossip while the children were outside playing.
Each time my family and I return to Allagash, we go by the place where the
house was sitting that I lived in for the first 5 years of my life. The house is
no longer there. It is grown up with trees, and the like, but my thought of
the house was that it was a big house. There were two rooms downstairs and
one huge room upstairs. I remember vividly the house; I remember where
the cook stove was sitting, how the cupboards wrapped around the kitchen,
how the table was placed in front of the window in the kitchen with an oil
lamp sitting on it. The living room was one big room with a wood burning
stove to heat the entire house. The stairs leading to the second floor was to
the back of the room. I have memories of my mom sitting by an oil lamp in
the old rocking chair rocking as fast as she was knitting not missing a stitch.
I cannot imagine how many pairs of mittens she knit with each stitch knit
with love for each of us. The land the house was built on was land given to
my mother from her parents. My family and I go to various places of my
childhood in Allagash in which I enlighten them with a story of a time gone
past. Sometimes I wonder how my kids and my grandchildren would fare in
such an environment. An environment of watching the ferry go back and
forth across the St. John River in an effort to get someone or something to
the other side, or by living off the land - having to prepare for the bitter
harsh winters, canning all the food that was needed (sometimes not enough)
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to endure the hard winters. It seemed like everyone was waiting for spring
to arrive, watching for the first site of a robin-we knew that was a sign of
spring.
Each time we visited Allagash we would drive down to the river where the
ferry once came across. Each one of us looks for our own special rocks that
we load in the truck and bring back to Kentucky for our flower gardens.
Each time the kids look at the rocks they will have memories of taking the
time to find those perfect rocks to cany back home with them and where
they found them. That will be memories of a different kind for my children,
but they will be some of their memories of Allagash.
Driving by the different places there is always a memory that comes from
each visit; even the cemetery. We stop by to visit everyone that rests there,
my mother and two brothers. It appears that everyone there is related in
some way or another. You are even surprised to find the names of some
relatives that you did not realize passed away. Across the road sits the
Catholic Church just as I remember it.
I sometimes wonder if those times can be recaptured. The thought occurred
to me to try and go back to what life might be like in Allagash by eventually
living there again. I came to realize that we have only memories - that life
at that time remains a memory. A life so simple.

PEACE OF MIND.. .REVISITED
THOMAS ROCKWELL
(Son of Alton Rockwell and Sarah Jackson)
Twenty years have passed between our visits to God’s Country. My family
& I spent the week of July 4 camping at Walker Brook.
After spending twenty years living and working in the Washington, D.C.
area, I had not forgotten the serenity associated with simply sitting and
listening to the Saint John River flowing past and the wind blowing in the
trees. I had not forgotten how much better it feels to breathe the fresh, clean,
air instead of the ozone exhaust filled air in the city.
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Returning to the Allagash area brought back a flood of childhood memories.
Although I was born and reared in Caribou, my fondest memories are of the
care free time spent swimming, fishing, and camping at Walker Brook and
visiting with relatives, most specifically, Jean Walker.
We are all familiar with the saying, “It’s a nice place to visit, but I wouldn’t
want to live there”. Well, in my opinion, this does not apply here. God’s
Country is not only a wondrous place to visit; it is a wonderful place to live.
I have traveled to several places across the USA and several other countries
and have found “no place like home”.

THE BEAUMINT TREE
Somewhere in The Allagash, There is a special tree.
REV. DONALD SINCLAIR
It is amazing what one toothpick can do. It can be used as intended but, at
times, do far more as this simple story will tell.
One day a few weeks ago I found a mint flavored toothpick at a restaurant
and it brought back a great memory I had just about forgotten. Our family
has known the story for years but told few others about a special tree
discovered many years ago.
Before telling you the story I must warn you that it will do you no good to
go to a listing of trees in the Maine forest or to the University of Maine
School of Forestry for help for neither will have a record of its existence.
Now the secret will be out at last.
My great-uncle Joe Savage was a well-known
character in the Allagash region years ago. One day
as he was returning from cruising timber he
stopped by a brook to watch a beaver and
saw a strange green tree among the alders.
Since it was different he cut off a branch and carried it back to his camp on
the Allagash River. Following his noon meal he began to do some whittling
on the green wood. He put a piece in his mouth for a toothpick and was
pleasantly surprised at the taste. He cut a few more bits and put them in his
pocket.
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Later that afternoon some sportsmen, guided by a friend from Dickey, came
down the river and stopped at his camp for the night. Following the evening
meal Uncle Joe offered the group some toothpicks. They were suiprised and
pleased with them and asked where he had found the wood. Fie told them
where, but they did not have time to look for the tree. The next day they
were on their way down stream.
A few years passed before Uncle Joe received a letter of appreciation from
one man who thanked him for the toothpicks and told him of his new
venture, ffe wrote that the toothpicks were so pleasant that he had begun, in
his own factory, to produce a mint flavored toothpick and that it was selling
well.
Soon after receiving the letter, Uncle Joe was in the same Allagash region
but was never able to find a duplicate of the tree he had found earlier. We
think of it as some strange off-shoot of an alder and no more. We have
named it the Beaumint tree.
Now the secret is out and I leave you with this thought: it is most difficult to
use a toothpick with tongue in cheek.

ALLAGASH - GOD’S COUNTRY
MARGARET “PEGGY” McBREAIRTY
(Daughter of Robbie and Mary Hughes McBreairty)
Allagash-God’s Country- my home, where I hope to spend the rest of my
life. In 1980,1 spent seven months in Louisiana, but my heart never ceased
aching for home. I’m sure we have all heard the expression, “a mother’s
heartache,” well; I experienced the reality of a never-ending heart ache while
yearning to go back to my roots, Allagash. Allagash, known for its beauty,
gives one a sense of freedom - a sense of belonging to nature. I have always
felt a strong connectedness - as one-to nature. I find my serenity in all of
‘mother natures’ moods and seasons. We are surrounded by the forested
hills, dense fields, and scenic rivers. People from around the world come to
enjoy canoe trips, the beauty of a wilderness and distinct wildlife. They only
savor a taste of what we enjoy year around.
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Spring inspires ‘new’ life, growth and hope. It broadens the mind, soothes
the soul and soften the heart as nature mirrors aesthetic changes before our
eyes. The blanketed earth of snow melts away, while the stagnate trees
waken and dress with ‘new’ growth. The brooks and streams overflow as
the pitch of the three rivers, The Tittle Black River, the St. John River, and
the Allagash River become a canoers dream. This is the time locals sport the
rivers with their canoes, boats, and kayaks. It is a time to scout out a
favorite fiddlehead patch to relish with a fresh fry of trout over a fire on the
shore of the river, as well as, a kettle of boiled tea or coffee.
Summer unites loved ones for quality time as natives plan their summer
vacations back to their homeland - Allagash. They yearn to touch the
ground of their roots, plant a flower on the grave of a loved one, smell the
fresh, unpolluted air, and wildflowers, take a swim at the float in the ‘The
Good Old St. John River’ as they did during childhood, take a four-wheeler
drive through the cave like trails towards, possibly, Johnson Brook on the
Little Black River, or go to the ‘Top’ of the mountain and snap scenic
pictures of their homeland below. The Ferry, the mouth of the Little Black
River, Fall Brook Lake, and Pelletier Brook are favorite spots to cast a hook
at dusk and stand on the shore to patiently wait for a strike while the
becalming water reflects the beauty of the sunset.
Fall prepares one for the stagnate season, winter. Gardens are harvested,
foods are canned, woods are cut for fireplaces or furnaces as we prepare for
the long, cold, snowy, winter season. Fall is a time for hunters to plan their
trip ‘home away from home’ to get their prized bear, moose, or deer. The
foliage exhibits true beauty as the leaves change to splendid multi-colors.
Each fall, a traditional ‘Harvest Supper’ is prepared for all folks to join
together and share a day of Thanksgiving. It begins with a blessing to thank
God for the food, our health, our families, and our faith and trust in Him; A
time to reflect on our forefathers and parents who instilled a Christian
foundation in our souls, as we in turn, aim to guide generational knowledge,
wisdom, and values in our own children.
Winter enhances the beauty of Allagash as the valley gradually becomes
blanketed with snow. Everyone patiently waits for the ski-doo trails to be
groomed and the rivers to freeze over in order to plan their ski-doo rides
along the river banks, wood trails, and even pack their own trails on ice. Ice
fishing, beaver, martin, and coyote trapping and cross-country skiing are a
few activities enjoyed in the winter months in Allagash. Folks also have
81

more time to work on their arts and crafts; such as, wood crafts, knitting,
quilting, sewing, baking, decorating, etc. for future shows. Life in Allagash
is never boring; every day is a new beginning as creative minds opt for new
challenges.
Allagash has always been a ‘hospitable’ community where we all take care
of our own, others in need, and even homeless strays. Shortly, before my
dad, Robbie McBreairty Sr., passed away, he reminded my brother, Paul,
and me never to neglect the elderly - to be sure and visit the elderly and the
sick. The times I miss the most in life now that my mom and dad, and
brother, Phil, have been deceased are: giving Phil a hug and kiss on his
warm neck as he came through the front door, taking mom for a ride in a
pour-down rain (she loved the rain) and listen to her reminisce on the days
past and things that will never be again and listening to dad speak of the
beauty of the sun-rises and sun-sets, on the St. John River and his pond as he
sat in his recliner enjoying the wondrous view, while voicing that ‘life was
good’.
I was one of ten children, which made a chain of links held together by a
precious clasp and a strong hook. Today, a link is missing and the clasp and
hook are gone leaving all other links as orphans. Our promise was to always
take care of each other, as well as, care for and help others in need which
was a strong generational trait embedded in the people of Allagash.

GLADYS WILSON
(Daughter of Joe and Nellie Kelly Kelly)
I was fortunate to meet and talk to Gladys Wilson while I was visiting Uncle
Joe Kelly.
Gladys is his daughter and she left Allagash when she was 18 years old. She
went to New Brunswick Bible Institute where she met her future husband,
Robert. He graduated a year ahead of her and they were married right after
she graduated.
Robert was a Canadian so Gladys lived in Canada all these years. They had
three children, two of whom were born in Maine. All of the children and
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Gladys had dual citizenship. They could come, and go, into the United
States. Her only restriction was that she could not vote in Canada.
Gladys said she and her husband did spend 8 months in Allagash in 1993.
He was pastor of the Baptist Church. They usually managed to get a trip
home to see her parents about once a year.
I asked if she was lonesome and she said no she liked her life. She met
many very interesting people through their ministry. She said she liked
people - liked to study them. They spent a lot of time helping people.
Then Gladys remembered that she was lonely at one time. She had to stay
away from home. She said it was when her sister had her first perm. She
stayed with Flo Henderson. Flo had a shop in St. Francis. Gladys said she
was lonesome and she went to the outhouse and cried.
However, like so many of us, Allagash was “up home” to the family. Gladys
said they moved around a lot and didn’t stay long enough to make lasting
friendships.
The only constant in the lives of her children were
Grampy and Grammie Kelly’s place in Allagash. Their
special memories are of Allagash and their
grandparents. The smell of biscuits, cookies, etc.
baking is part of those memories.

BITS AND PIECES
Dawn Moirs:
“The first louse I ever saw was at Lowell Grammar School in St. Francis.
The teachers said they always had that problem when fathers and brothers
were coming home from wood camps in the spring.”
Carol Mayo:
Sister of Dawn Moirs writes: Dawn has had such a love affair with Allagash
so long I don’t think anyone has done anything that meant more to her than
your book. The title of the book (The Lady of the Rock) reminds me of the
morning she woke me up while I was visiting her at Cross Rock to see a bear
on the rock”.
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Florine Thibodeau:
“Would you kindly send me Beans and Biscuits (Faye’s book). I want my
family to really try and live in the beautiful past like we all did.” (Alice
Taylor’s sister)
John Flutton - Thorndike, Maine:
I work three days for the Maine Department of Transportation and over the
years I have had occasion to travel to Northern Maine. I have found the
people up there to be exceptionally friendly, as your free gift has proven.
Gary Flarmon - Portland, Maine:
“Dad started taking me on the Allagash River trips when I was 6 or 7, many
years before the Wilderness Waterway. Over the years I had the opportunity
to spend many glorious days on the river with him that resulted in an
enduring love for that area.
Unknown:
I believe that if the town of Allagash would advertise for professional guides
who are familiar with the Allagash and have a base camp for them to operate
out of for the spring when the water is high; that it would bring the type of
tourism that would be acceptable to residents. The Allagash is way too wild
and massive for day hikers and campers to venture out alone in. Believe it
or not, many of these kids from the cities haven’t the faintest clue about
remote places like the Allagash or how to respect its pristine environment.
Becky McBreairty (Daughter of Sherman McBreairty):
“You may be few in number, Faye, but those of your townspeople who
have stayed and made Allagash represent the spirit that raised her from
conception so many decades ago.. .God Bless that same spirit in you now
that keeps Allagash alive today for those of us who continue to call her
home albeit miles away.”
Kenny O’Leary:
(In his eulogy to his grandfather Elbert O’Leary)
“Another of Daddy Bert’s gifts was that he was a master storyteller. He had
a sense of humor and a keen understanding of what was important in a story.
I guess these traits were not unique to him alone. Many townspeople of
Allagash have this sense of humor and gift of storytelling. It has been
handed down through the generations. I think we needed humor to alleviate
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the hardships and conditions of living in an isolated town such as this. It
made it easier to bear. This trait is our birthright, I guess.”
Jeffery McBreairty:
I could write forever about my town and my relatives and I can tell you this;
I love them all with every fiber of my heart and, even after death, they are all
my heroes. The Allagash was just a great place to be born and to live in.
Blueberries, strawberries, raspberries, fiddleheads, hazelnuts, choke cherries,
crab apples, and when all else failed, Grandma’s apple pie.
It’s amazing how anyone from Allagash will take the time to help another
from their town. Has to be in the blood, huh? Couldn’t have picked a better
town to be born in.. .everyone was raised on God’s love and the church and
love for one another and I think that makes us all special.
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THE SMILE UPON HIS FACE
FAYE O’LEARY HAFFORD
He came to town to hunt and fish
To see his friends of yore,
He smiled as he remembered
The times he'd been before.
When he camped along the river
And watched the scenes take place,
Don't ask me if he loved it
Just look upon his face.
She followed in his footsteps
Mother Nature is her friend
She studied birds and animals
A happy time to spend.
And every night at supper time
While he was saying grace
She thanked the Lord above her
For the smile upon his face.
Their time together may be short
Who knows when it will end?
It could be months; it could be years,
Before they round the bend.
But while they're here in Allagash
There is no time to waste,
The move back home was worth it
Says the smile upon his face.

COMMENCEMENT DAY EXERCISE
June 10, 1956
ALLAGASH BAPTIST CHURCH
PROGRAM
Graduation March
Invocation
“America”
Salutation
Class History
Class Prophesy
Class Gifts
“Music in the Air”
P.T.S. Attendance Awards
Class Will
Valedictory
Conferring of Diplomas
Class Ode
Benediction

School Ensemble
Reverend Hislop
School Ensemble
Wilena Kelly
Barbara Kelly
Delia Walker
Cora McBreairty
School Ensemble
Principal Kelly
Jane McBreairty
Anne Gardner
Superintendent Cyr
Graduates
Reverend Hislop

LIST OF GRADUATES
Anne Gardner
Leverett Hafford
Barbara Kelly
Wilena Kelly
Cora McBreairty
Douglas McBreairty
Jane McBreairty
Jerry McBreairty
Leitha Michaud
Cedric Pelletier
Milton Pelletier
Delia Walker
Class motto: “Ever Onward”
Class colors: Red and White
Class flower: Daffodil
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CLASS ODE
(Sung to the tune of “It Is No Secret”)
Words composed by Clara McBreairty and Faye Hafford
The times, the times that we have had
Are drawing to a close,
Our duties will be o’er
Our future no one knows.
We have not longed for better days
Our joys have not been few
Do not feel down-hearted
For we bring news to you
CHORUS
We’re graduating this very day
For “Ever Onward” we’ll wend our way
With arms wide open we’d welcome here
Our future duties, we will not fear
Our friends and fellow classmates
We are here to bid adieu
Our school days here are over
Our friendships, we’ll renew
We love each moment of our times
We spent in our new school
Just follow in our footsteps
You will all go through
CHORUS

CONCLUSION
When I thought of this project, I worried about getting writers to join me in
my little journey down memory lane. As usual, the folks who love this town
do not mind letting others know how they feel. They came forth and did
their best to explain what Allagash means to them.
I noticed that three things stood out in most of their stories. Their love for
the people of Allagash, especially their humor, their love for the rivers that
wind their way around their little homes and third, but certainly not the least
important, is the embodiment of their religious faith that helps to form the
persons they have become.
The older generation built this town on their belief in God, love thy neighbor
and when life gets too hard, let the rivers soothe them after a trying day.
It is difficult for others to understand our love for the rivers, especially when
they turn against you and vent their fury with a flood such as the big one of
1991. But the rivers and woods have played such a part in our lives over the
years, it doesn’t surprise me that they are embedded in the memories of so
many people.
The people here are unique. They are strong-willed, determined but very
lovable, and they don’t mind sharing their hometown with anyone who
wants to come here. They are not only friendly but they enjoy music, story
telling, getting together with friends and family and they always join
together to aid someone who is in trouble.
I have lived for years in places where I didn’t know my next door neighbor.
That doesn’t happen in Allagash. A newcomer may not feel as if he is
accepted by the community, at first, but he will soon find out that folks here
care about others regardless of where you are from. Many of our visitors
will come back again, and again, because someone here has made them feel
welcome. I have seen many visitors join in fellowship in our churches and
each season, as they return to Allagash, the church members welcome them
with open arms. Many of our writers have included their faith in God as
being one of the basic teachings by their parents so many years ago. That
was good to know.
Faye O’Leary Hafford
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Books by Faye O’Leary Flafford
(still available)

Wouldn’t That Frost Ya?
Lady of the Rock
Angel of the Wilderness
Only God Flas the Right to Make Fleroes
Little Boy Lost
Fall of the Forest
Where the Fleck Is Wheelock, Maine?
Checkpoint Chatter
Reading, ‘Riting and Retirement

